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PEEFACE. 

According to Cervantes, it is often easier to write a book than 
a preface ; a statement with which many authors will be disposed to 
agree. Yet a book without a preface is like a house without a door, or 
an unknown visitor without a card ; it has no reason to give for its 
Appearance or even its existence ; it is ushered into the world naked 
and shelterless ; with no protection from a storm of censure or the 
coldness of neglect. But with this form of introduction, a book will 
probably have a better prospect either of receiving a degree of praise, 
or, if fortune should be unpropitious, of being damned as mercifully 
as possible. 

Impressed by these ideas, the author determined, in much 
perturbation of mind, to write a preface ; and it appeared to him that 
he could not do better than to state, without any reservation, how and 
why this volume has been produced. This mode of procedure may 
cause him to appear to write too much of himself, but he will endeavour 
to shun, as he would shun the devil, any appearance of complacency, 
much less of egotism. 

At an early age, Chambers' Encyclopaedia of English Literature 
fell into his hands ; the book became his constant study and delight ; 
the joys, the sorrows, the struggles, the privations, the vices, and the 
misfortunes of the illustrious race of British authors, deeply influenced 
his mind ; and by a constant perusal of their works he became so 
attached to poetry that he himself at last attempted what is called 
■" original composition." 

But to write without a prospect of publishing is of all tasks the 
most hopeless ; and the author began to send his productions to the 
editors of various magazines. As might have been expected, many of 
these first crude compositions were " declined with thanks " ; but the 
author persevered, and gradually he had the satisfaction of seeing his 



effusions almost invariably accepted. But even these (some of which 
appear in this volume) were far below the standard which his maturer 
judgment had set up ; and the ephemeral nature of ordinary periodicals 
is such that an author naturally desires to see his conceptions clothed 
in a more permanent form. 

Consequently, he began to desire to print and publish a book, 
and between desire and execution, in his case, a very narrow gulf was 
fixed. Very gradually, therefore, this volume was printed ; but the 
author hesitates not to declare that had the work to be done anew, 
several of the pieces which now appear would be expunged, and others 
modified and improved. 

The author is well aware that in all probability this attempt , 
will not achieve the success he might, desire. In an- age so fertile in 
rhyme, when "poetical " works. »re' literally shbwered-from the press, 

ijand when nearly every magazine in the dodntry boasts half-a-dozen 
" poets " of its own, it would be absurd to expect that a small work 
like this, by an unkuown author, could- attract any considerable degreee 
of attention. 

Still, a man cannot tell what he can do until he tries ; and 
the verdict of the press and the public is more likely to be impartial 
and correct than the opinions of a circle of friends, who naturally 
incline to praise the humblest and most immature attempt. And even 

. in face of the greatest probabilities against us, 

" Hope, like a glimmering taper's light, 

Adorns and cheers oiir way, 
And still, as darker grows the night, 

Emits a brighter ray." 

Should the verdict, as there is much reason to expect, prove 
unfavourable, the author will at least have the satisfaction of knowing 
that he made an attempt to achieve poetical fame ; and, acquiescing 
in the decrees of fate, he will endeavour to turn his attention to some 
more fruitful sphere of exertion. ' 

In no case will he indulge in the too prevalent abuse of " the 
critics." He has too deep a sympathy for that unfortunate class of 
men, to add a single pang to their already overwhelming misery. Only 
consider, gentle reader, what an insufferable task it must be to read 
from morning till night, week after week, month after month, and 
year after year, the foolish, vapid, mystic, and insane works (especially 



poetical) which issue from the press. . The wonder is, not that critics 
are severe, but that they are not much more so, considering the great 
provocation they constantly receive. 

He that is down, says the old proverb, need fear no fall, and 
the present attempt is so humble and tentative, that, if things come to 
the worst, the author hopes to be able to bear his failure with composure ; 
and in the event of his receiving some degree of encouragement, it 
will be his ambition to produce something much more worthy of 
popular approval. 

Manchester, 

February lOffc, 1873. 



The Eain-drop. 

A Fable. 



I. 

A cloud above a desert plain 

Stretched out its snowy wing; 
And in this cloud a d r °P of rain 
Began to murmur and complain, 
" 'Twas such a tiny thing." 

" In all the universe of God " 
It cried, " what use am I ? 

I can't refresh the thirsty sod, 
I'm idle in the sky." 

" Oh why was I created 

So weak, so very small ? 
Unhappy being ! fated 

To be no use at all." 

II. 

But lo ! a lovely, tiny flower 
Broke on the rain-drop's sight ; 

Its petals drooped, its stalk was bent, 
'Twas in a woeful plight. 

How strange, that such a lovely thing 

Upon the desert grew, 
"With nothing to refresh its thirst, 

Except the nightly dew. 



THE RAIN-DROP. 



The lime rain-drop said, " I'll fall 

Upon this thirsty flower ; 
And thus I may prolong its life, 

Until night's dewy hour." 

It fell ; and soon the flower looked up 
Refreshed, and wondrous fair ; 

And fieely shed its sweet perfume 
Upon the desert air. 

III. 
A lonely wanderer, sad and faint, 

Had travelled all the day ; 
The burning sands had scorched his feet, 
And the terrific noontide heat 

Had worn his strength away. 

And blank despair was in his eye. 

As on he slowly trod ; 
Yet with a last convulsive gasp, 

He prayed for help to God. 

When lo ! upon the tender flower 

He chanced to cast his eye ; 
" There must be water near," he cried, 

" Or this bright flower would die." 

" Then I will journey on ; " and soon 

A grove of palm trees rose ; 
Inviting, by its cooling shade, 

The traveller to repose. 

He threw him down and saw a clear 

And bubbling desert well ; 
He quenched his thirst, aud went his way 

With joy unspeakable. 

And when he reached the journey's end 

He blessed that happy hour, 
When his despairing, joyless gaze, 

Fell on the tiny flower. 



CONTENTMENT. 



IV. 

A nd thus the little drop of rain, 
Had saved the flower so fair ; 

And oh, the lovely flower had saved 
A traveller from despair. 

Then let us all endeavour, 

However young we be, 
To work for Him who ever 

Our efforts smiles to see. 

Oh may we, in His cause, 
Be noble, brave, and true ; 

For God, who made us all, 
Has work for all to do. 



{•Jontfintment, 

A Prayer. 

' I have Learned, in whatever state I am, therewith to be content." 

The Apostle Taut. 

Lord, I do not pray that Thou 

With wealth Thy servant should'st endow ; 
Thou knowest what is best for me, 
And as Thou wiliest — let it be. 

1 do not ask that my poor name 
May fill the trump of sounding fame ; 
If fame were given, perchance I might 
Be filled with pride and shun Thy light ; 
And rather let me live unknown, 
Than, famous, never see Thy throne : 
But oh, of all Thy favours lent, 

I pray Thee, bless me^rith Content. 
Thus, whether fortune smile or frown, 
Whether I lie on bed of down, 
Or poverty my steps attend, 
I may be cheerful to the end. 



THE CHRISTIAN'S JOY. 



The Jtefuge. 



" Tlicy shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing bhall floe away." 

Isaiah. 

When care, and pain, and anguish 
My downcast soul oppress, 
And, like a toiI»worn man, I languish 
With weariness, 
Thy soothing tones, O God, I hear, 
And all my sorrows disappear. 

"The clouds at early morning, 

O'erspread the dark blue sky, 
But while the radiant sun is dawning, 
They quickly fly ; 
Thus all my griefs, O Saviour, flee, 
When through my tears I gaze on Thee. 

Thy face is ever shining 
With love's transcendent charm ; 
And on Thy tender breast reclining, 
I fear no harm ; 
For Thou dost calm my anxious fears, 
And gently wipe away my tears. 



The Christian's 3oy. 



The soldier fights for glory ; 

The poet sings for fame ; 
The statesman, hopes, in story, 

To win a deathless name ; 
for heaps of golden treasure, 

The son of Mammon burns ; 
To do a Father's pleasure, 

The loving Christian yearns. 



THE TWO SOLDIERS. 



But soldiers leave their glory, 

And poets leave their fame, 
And statesmen leave the story 

Of an immortal name, 
And misers quit their treasure 

When Death's sure arrow flies, 
But oh, the Christian's pleasure 

Never, no, never dies.* 



This Twa $aUms. 

An Apologue. 
Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give thee a crown oflife." — Revelations. 

FROM early morn till late at eve, 

A battle has been raging, 
And loudly rise the dreadful cries 

Of maddened hosts engaging ; 
And though the shades of evening fall, 
And darkness spreads her dusky pall 

Upon the blood-stained field. 
The stubborn foes maintain their ground, 
And charge, repulse, attack, rebound, 
Occur in one successive round, 

Yet neither host will yield. . 

Two soldiers side by side have fought 

Throughout the livelong day ; 
And deeds of valour they have wrought, 
And trophies borne away : . 

Both now are footsore, both aie^aint, 
Yet one fights on right gallantly, 
The other makes this sad complaint ; 

* 
First Soldier : 

Must we fight, and fight for ever ? 
Will the battle's rage cease never ? 



THE TWO SOLDIERS. 



Shall the vicf oiy ne'er be won, 
And our task of glory done ? 
Sternly fights the mighty foe, 

And I long for peace ; 
Let us fly this scene of woe, 
Fly without another blow, 

Fly to rest and ease. 

Second Soldier : 
Freedom's cause may vanquished be, 
Should we, brother, basely flee ; 
Though the shafts of death are flying, 
And the wailings of the dying 
Seem to say : " Thou soon may'st fall ; " 
I will fight till o'er my head 
Victory's glorious wings are spread, 

Nought shall me appal ; 
And should death's resistless dart 
Drain the life-blood from my heart, 
They shall say, who love me best, — 
" He bravely entered into rest." 

First Soldier : 
We shall die, and die in vain, 

If we linger here ; 
And the dying and the slain ' 

Fill my heart with fear. 
Though thy friends should praise thee, 
Though a tomb they raise thee, 

What will this avail 

When in death's dark vale ? 
What is glory to the dead ? 
* 'Tis a flower whose scent is fled ; 
It is like a river bed 

When the stream is dry , 
Then, my brother, let us fly. 

Second Soldier: 
Never will I quit the field, 
Till the stubborn foe doth yield ; 



THE TWO SOLDIERS. 



Belter die than take to flight 
In the battle of the right : 
Though the army of the free 
By the foe should conquered be, 
And the tyrant's banner wave 
All-victorious o'er my grave, 
Bands of bright immortals wait 
At the fair celestial gate, 
With a hymn of joy to cheer 
Those who die for Freedom here. 
" Welcome ! heroes brave," they cry 
" Who for freedom dared to die ; 
Enter this celestial rest ! 
Be with us for ever blest ! " 

They parted. With a craven fear 
One basely struggled to the rear ; 
He sought the confines of the strife, 
Then swiftly fled to save his life. 
He reached at length his distant home ; 
His wiie said : " Wherefore hast thou come ? 
How goes the strife ? " He'hung his head, 
A tinge of shame his face o'erspread ; 
His children looked at him askance, 
And ah ! he shunned their wond'ring glance. 
'Tis true he found his wished-for ' ease,' 
But when did rest ignoble please ? 
He lived unhonoured, nay, his name 
Was branded with contempt and shame ; 
And when he died, no sorrowing tear 
Was freely shed upon his bier. 

The other soldier onward prest, 
With ready arm and dauntless breast ; 
He sought the thickest of the fray, 
Until at last the foe gave way. 
Returning homeward from the fight, 
His heart was full of proud delight, 



His children rushed to his embrace, 
And gazed with rapture on his face, 
And oh, his wire adored her lord, 
Who fled not from the foe abhorred. 
He lived in peace, and honoured fame, 
Was freely yielded to his name ; 
And when he died, as die he must, 
An urn was raised above his dust, 
Whereon, in shining words of gold, 
The story of his deeds was told. 



Persevere in doing good, 
Though your efforts be withstood ; 
Though your souls are sad and weary, 
And" the path seem dark and dreary, 
Persevere ! and light shall shine 
At the last with beam divine ; 
And in God's good time, success 
Shall your ceaseless labours bless. 
Those who hopelessly sink down, 
Lose a bright immortal crown ; 
They who never leave the strife, 
Gain a never-ending life. 



*' Likewise, I say unto you, there is joy in the presence of the angels of God o\ 
one sinner that repenteth." — Our Lord Jesus Clirist. 



A sinful, wand'ring child of God, 

For peace and mercy prays, 
And angels, as they hear his cry, 

Rejoice in heavenly lays. 

He had been kind, and brave, and true ; 
But oh, the cursed drink 



IS 



Had dragged him from his high estate, 
And led to ruin's brink. 

A.nd long he lived a wretched life, 

In want he deeper sank, 
Yet still, as poorer he became, 

The more he ever drank : 

Till, like a heavy cloud, despair 
Had wrapped him in its gloom, 

And recklessly he hurried on 
To an unhonoured tomb. 

But as through blackest clouds, the sun 

His light and glory throws, 
So, on the drunkard's dark despair, 

The light of temp'rance rose. 

He signed the pledge, renounced the drink, 

A nobler man became ; 
And thought of his offences past 
With deep and burning shame. 

And, meek and humble, he approached 

The mercy-seat of heaven, 
And prayed with sorrow and with hope, 

That he might be forgiven. 

And God, who never turns from those 

Who to His footstool go, 
Sent His forgiving Spirit down, 

And washed him white as snow. 

And through the lofty vaults of heaven, 

The angels' anthem rose, 
That one poor child of sin had been 

Delivered from his wues. 



'4 COMMUNION WITH GOD. 



The ©obis B«sd. 

Par brighter than the shining sun, 

Arrayed in light on high, 
More beauteous than the countless stars 

That deck the deep blue sky, 

Shall be the names of those who fight 

For Freedom and for God, 
Who boldly dare oppression's power, 

And scorn the tyrant's nod. 

And as the thrilling tale is told 

Of all their deeds of fame, 
Their children brave shall firmly vow 

To win a deathless name. 

" Remember how our fathers fought," 

Shall be their battle cry , 
And thus they'll nerve their willing souls 

To dauntless deeds and high. 

And long as time itself endures, 

A glory it shall be 
That brave men fought, in olden times, 

The battles of the free. 



6ommumun with fSrod. 

How sweet it is to be 
Alone, my God, with Thee ; 
I cannot see Thy face, 
Thy form I cannot trace, 
And yet I know that Thou 
Art smiling on me now. 



COMMUNION WITH GOD. <5 



No sound falls on my ear, 
And yet Thy voice I hear ; 
Thy Spirit breathes to mine 
' In harmony divine ; 
And in my heart I bless 
Thy matchless tenderness. 



There is a silent speech 
Which only Thou can'st teach ; 
Through which, though not a word 
By mortal ear is heard, 
I breathe my soul's delight 
To Thee, O God of Might. 



Unto Thy side I fly 
When sunny morn is nigh ; 
Through all the day Thy love 
Beams on me from above ; 
And in the night I rest 
Upon Thy tender breast. 

As at the streamlet's brink 
The hart doth pant to drink ; 
As to the cooling shade 
By forest leaflets made, 
The way-worn traveller turns 
When o'er him heaven burns ; 



As to her rocky nest 
The eagle flies to rest ; 
So, in this world of grief, 
My spirit finds relief, 
Whene'er I chance to be 
Alone, my God, with Thee ! 



l6 LOOK NOT UPON THE WINE. 



Jsook not upon the Wine. 

" Look not thou upon the ■wine when it is red, -when it giveth its colour in the 
cup, -when it moveth itself aright ; at the last it biteth like a sei-pent, and stingeth 
like an adder." — King Solomon. 

Look not upon the wine, 

But shun its ruddy glow ; 
Drink thou from sparkling rills, 

That freely flow. 
Pure water is a friend 

With ever-smiling face ; 
But wine may lead thee on 
To deep disgrace." 

The grass that wraps the earth 

In mantle ever fair ; 
The trees that raise their heads 

Aloft in air ; 
The flowers that deck the fields,— 
God's bright and lovely flowers, 
All drink the stream of life, 
From fruitful showers. 

The birds that fly to heaven,' 

"Whose song so sweetly thrills ; 
And all the herds that graze 

Upon the hills ; 
And all the beasts that roam 

Throughout the forest's shade, 

Drink from the sparkling draught 

That God has made. 

Then water, pure and clear, 

My constant drink shall be ; 
And from the mocking wine 

Afar I'll flee ; 
For water is a friend ; 

The wine-cup is a foe ; 
The one will give me joy ; 
The other, woe. 



HERCULES AND THK CARTER. 17 



Heaven, 



There is a land beyond the bright blue sky, 

Where mournful tears are wiped from every eye ; 

There stands revealed our God's eternal seat, 

Where love and boundless joy in concert meet ; 

And sweetest music lingers in the air ; 

And gentle breezes balmy perfumes bear. 

Its glowing fields with verdure fair lie spread ; 

And angels beautiful its mansions tread. 

Its waters ripple over golden sands, 

And on the crystal tide enraptured bands 

In shining vessels gently sail along, 

Singing, the while, the sweet, melodious song 

Of Moses and the Lamb. O land of rest ! 

O heaven of heavens ! thou home of all the blest ! 

Soon may I tread upon thy blissful shore, 

And pain and care shall trouble me no more. 



Ijercules and the barter, 

-Esop's 56th Fable Versified. 

A COUNTRY fellow drove his cart adown a lane ; 

The wind was cold, and pouring was the rain ; 
The struggling horses panted with their heavy toil, 

For deep the wheels sank in the muddy soil , 
And as they tugged, their labours harder grew, 

And greater beds of mud appeared- in view^ 
And deeper sank the luckless wheels, until 

The cart was fast, — and To ! the team stood still. 
No effort made the clown to extricate his cart ; 

His eyes o'erflowed, and heavy was his heart ; 
In deep despair he sank him down, this country lout, 

And cried to Hercules to pull him out. 
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The mighty god of strength with anger heard his cry, 

And from the clouds he made" him this reply ; — 
" How dar'st thou, catiff, cry aloud to me for aid, 

When not the slightest effort thou hast made 
To extricate thyself ? Learn this : No help is given 

By any of the gods who reign in heaven, 
To such as do not strive, with persevering will, 

To triumph over every human ill. 
Know thou that those who wish a deity to bless 

Must work themselves, then pray for much success : 
And 'all the gods will then look down with pleased eye 

Upon their toil, and hear their prayerful cry." 
The country fellow from his cart jumped down with speed, 

And bravely tugged, then cried for help in need ; 
And Hercules put forth his strength, released the dray, 

The carter rode a wiser man away. 



3% Bog. 



I HAVE a boy, a fair-haired boy, 

The gift of God to me ; 
My treasure and my brightest joy 

On earth, is he. 

His eyes are blue as heaven above ; 

His brow is white as snow ; 
His cheeks are faintly tinted, with 

A healthful glow. 

When I return from daily toil, 

He smiles with matchless grace ; 
And stretches out his little arms 

For my embrace. 
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And then upon his laughing lips 

I press a loving kiss ; 
And feel my heart o'erflowing, with 

A father's bliss. 

Yet oh, I often fear lest death 
May snatch away my love ; 
Although I know his sinless soul 

Would dwell above : 

That in the balmy meads of heaven 

Our household flower would bloom, 
And shed on the celestial air 

A sweet perfume. 

It is not good that death from earth 
Our children's souls should take ; 
Or else this teeming world is all 

A huge mistake. 

Oh no ! 'tis better they should grow 

In truth and virtue here ; 
And strive to lift the fallen, to 

A higher sphere. 

And when through long and anxious years, 

They've fought the Christian fight, 
A victor's palm they'll grasp, and wear 
A crown of light. 

I pray my boy may tread life's paths, 

As Christ, his Saviour, trod ; 
And lead his erring fellow-men 

To light and God. 

And when his mother dear and. I 

Are seen on earth no more, 
Oh may our darling join us, on 

A brighter shore. 



THE DEATH OF PRINCE WILLIAM. 



And who shall paint our rapturous joy, 

Joy without earthly leaven, 
When he we loved below, shall meet 

With us in heaven. 



The Uteath of Wince William : 



" The King, on his return, set sail from Barfleur, ; n 1 was soon carried by a fair 
■wind out of sight of land. The prince was detained by some accident ; and his 
sailors, as "well as their captain, Thomas Fitz Stephens, having spent the interval 
in drinking, were so flustered, that, being in a hurry to follow the King, they heed- 
lessly carried the ship on a rock, where she immediately foundered. "William was 
put into the long boat, and had got clear of the ship ; when hearing the cries of his 
natural sister, the Countess of Perehe, he ordered the seamen to row back in hopes 
of saving her ; but the numbers who then crowded in soon sunk the boat ; and the 
prince with all his retinue perished. Above a hundred and forty young noblemen 
of the principal families of England and Normandy were lost on this occasion." — 
Hume's History of England. 

Ho ! Barfleur town is bright and gay, 
For Henry, England's king, to-day, 
To Britain's shores doth sail away, 

With spirits high and light ; 
For all the Norman barons brave, 
Their homage to the monarch gave, 
And raising high the battle-glave, 

Acknowledged, as his right, 
That William, Henry's son, should be 
The future Duke of Normandy. 

Bright banners flutter in the air, 

Which blazoned words of welcome bear ; 

And bravest men and ladies fair, 

Throng in the crowded street ; 
A gentle breeze sweeps o'er the sea, 
Where rides, in strength and majesty, 
The royal fleet. 



THE DEATH OF PRINCE WILLIAM. 



And as the shades of eve draw nigh, 

The King rides to the shore ; 
A great and goodly company 

March bravely on before ; 
His barons bold behind him ride, 

Their mettled coursers prance ; 
And virgins bright, on either side 

The royal cortege, dance : 
And soon the English fleet sets sail, 
And, aided by a gentle gale, 

Flies from the shores of France. 

The prince's ship, howe'er, delays, 

Though midnight's hour is near : 
No cloud obscures the sky, nor haze, 

The moon shines bright and clear, 
And countless stars bedeck the sky, 
And form a gorgeous canopy, 

Reflected in the deep ; 
Then why is not the anchor weighed ? 
AVhy is the prince's course delayed ? 
The boisterous crew, by nought dismayed, 

Their mad carousals keep ! 
And sounds of revelry and glee 

Are rising in the breeze ; 
And thoughts of home and safety flee, 
Though threat'ning clouds begin to spread, 
And hide the azure overhead, 

Though roughly swell the seas. 

The anchor is upraised at last, 
But soon is heard the rising blast, 

With howlings deep and low ; 
How are the drunken men to guide 
The vessel through the flowing tide 

While stormy tempests blow ? 
They grasp the helm with nerveless hands, 
While Stephen-fit?, the captain, stands, 



THE DEATH OF PRXNCtf WILLIAM. 



And absently looks on ; 
Insensate man, attend thy charge !. 
And safely guide the royal barge 

To white-cliffed Albion ! 

The vessel veers -^now right, now left ; 
While all the crew, of sense bereft, 

Reel madly to and fro ; 
The prince and his companions fair, 
Are casting off the weight of care 

In banquet-room below. 

As loudly roars the fearful blast, 
The timbers creak, — and every mast 

Seems ready to give way ; 
When see ! with a terrific shock, 
The vessel strikes a hidden rock, 

Just at the dawn of day ! « 

Then rose a wild, unearthly yell ; 
Then seamen on their faces fell ; 
While others rushed with furious glare 
Across the deck, and tore their hair, 
And gazed with looks of wild despair 

Upon the stormy sea : 
And some, who never prayed till then, 
For once at least were praying men ; 
" O save us, Lord," they loudly cried, 
" O save us from this boiling tide, 

Our strong Deliverer be ! " 

Prince William rushes to the deck, 
And looks with horror o'er the wreck ; 
Then straight commands to lower the boat ! 
The boat is lowered, — she's now afloat ! 
The prince's friends rush in by scores ; 
" Now ply, my seamen brave, your oars, 
And all may yet be well." 
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The oars are plied with right good will, 
And thoughts of joy their bosoms fill, 
When loud is heard a piercing cry, 
And looking to the wreck, on high 
A lovely maiden stands, 
Wringing in grief her hands. 



" My sister Maud," prince William cries ; — 
" Row back, my men." The boat now flies 

Back to the tossing wreck ; 

When fiom the vessel's deck 
All left on board rush madly in, 
And, 'raid a universal din, 
The boat sinks in the boiling deep, 
And o'er her masts the billows sweep. 



But struggling swimmers, here and there, 
Strive with the strength of deep despair, 

To live upon the sea ; 
Yet only one was saved to tell 
Of what the hapless ship liefel, 
And how the heir of England's crown, 
With nobles many, all went down, 
Soon after leaving Barfleur town 

With mirth and jollity. 



To England's shores they bore the tale, 
When thousand (aces all grew pale, 
" And rose one universal wail ; " 
And by the fire, in winter cold, 
The fearful tale was often told, 
How, with no friendly hand to save, 
Prince William found an early grave, 
Beneath the stormy Norman wave. 



24 THERE IS A HOME FOR ME. 



There is a fjoroe foj- He. 



I cannot see the gates of heaven, 
I know not where they they be ; 

Yet oh, I doubt not that within 
There is a home for me. 

I gaze upon the glowing sky, 
In sunset's splendour bright, 

And oft I wonder if my home 
Is in that blaze of light : 

But no, the Lord from mortal gaze 

Hath hid its beauties rare ; 
Yet by the eye of faith I see 

The land beyond compare : 

The golden streets, the crystal sea, 
The saints enrobed in white, 

The stream of life, for ever free, 
Are spread before my sight. 

I cannot hear the angels' song, 

Though loudly it may roll, 
But yet by faith its notes of peace 

Delight my listening soul. 

But ere a many years have fled, 

My spirit will be free ; 
And then I hope on wings of love 
To fly, O God, to Thee. 

Then shall I see the land I love, 

Then hear the angels sing, 
And join with saints redeemed to praise 

My Saviour and my King. 



THE COMING TIME. 



The Sabbath »at). 

How sweet it is, when six days' work is o'er, 
To think of all the cares of earth no more ; 
To rest upon the Sabbath day from all 
Our weary labours past, and humbly fall 
Before that gracious God, whose mighty power, 
Has kept us safely through each passing hour. 
The waves of peace so gently o'er us roll, 
And hope inspiring points the waiting soul 
To that bright region of transporting joy, 
Where pain and grief can nevermore annoy. 
Blest Sabbath day — thou symbol pure of heaven, 
The brightest and the best of all the seven ! 
Soon through thy hours may fervent praises ring 
O'er all the earth, to heaven's Almighty King : 
And then shall dawn the bright millenial day 
When sin and grief from earth shall flee away, 
And Christ our Lord on clouds of light come down, 
To wear in peace His ever-glorious crown. 



The ®o-ming Time. 

In the hours when kindly slumber wraps the noisy world in peace, 
When the sad forget their sorrow, and the sounds of laughter cease„ 
As I slept upon my couch I saw an angel pure and bright, 
From the starry heavens descending on a cloud of dazzling light. 
Oh, her lovely form illumined all the ground on which she trod, 
As she smiling came before me as the messenger of God. 
Like the prophet lone in Patmos, I beheld her face with dread, 
But she charmed away my shrinking by the loving words she said- 
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" Not a message full of sorrow do I bear thee from above," 

Softly said the vision, "but, a revelation sweet of love." 

As a child is glad to listen, sitting at its mother's knee, 

To a tale of Him who calmed the waves of stormy Galilee, 

So my heart was filled with pleasure as the angel's tones I heard, 

And I blest her as the bearer fair of God's unchanging word. 

But a mortal's voice can never hope an angel's voice to reach, 

In its beauty or its harmony, by purest forms of speech ; 

And the poet's flowing song we love, because 'tis likest, here, 

To the angels' words of melody in heaven's transcendent sphere : 

Though my human pen would fail to write the very words she spoke, 

Yet I wrote the sense as follows when the rosy morning broke. 

Like the pestilence in eastern lands, which lays its thousands low, 
When the streets are filled with mourners and arise the sounds of woe, 
Is the scourge by which that spirit, who from heaven was hurled down 
For aspiring to the dignity of God's eternal crown, 
Doth destroy the strength and manliness of England's noble hearts, 
And doth so degrade and crush them that the sense of shame departs. 

From the pure and luscious grape juice he a deadly draught distils ; 
From the corn that waves in Autumn's days upon the plains and hills ; 
And the sugar-cane that lifts its form in warm Jamaica's groves, 
Doth the demon turn to poisoning drink, to do the work he loves. 

All who taste bow down before him, and they say, " How fair art thou !!! 
Smiles are on thy rosy cheeks, and oh, how peaceful is thy brow ! " 
But the demon hath deceived them, for his beauty is a snare, 
And below the fair disguise, behold a hateful scowl is there. 
When they see him as he is, they will often turn and flee, 
But he holds them in his meshes, and he will not set them free. 



THE COMING TIME. 



Fathers taste the spirit's goblet, and their love is shown no more ; 
Mothers drink the liquor bright, and hate the little ones they bore ; 
Brothers strong and sisters fair, who peacefully should ever dwell, 
Through the drink forget affection, and the home becomes a hell : 
And the land is full of sorrow, and the blood of murder cries, 
With a voice that will be answered, for the vengeance of the skies. 
Yea, though hand in hand the spirit's band may seek to spread his reign, 
He shall fall, and all in bondage be delivered from his chain. 
On the ruins of the past, behold a future shall arise, 

In the days whereof shall never more be heard the drunkard's cries ; 

And the hoary earth in gladness' shall renew her sunny youth — 

For her children all shall walk in paths of righteousness and truth ; 

And the gospel's sound, like music sweet, shall raise its notes of peaca ; 

And the turmoil of the wicked world for evermore shall cease. 

Then I cried, " O happy time ! speed thou upon thy joyous way, 
And may nothing stop thy progress, and thy blessings nought delay ; 
For the world is very weary, and it cries for peace and rest, 
Pining for thy coming as an infant for its mother's breast." 
Then the angel said, " If thou wouldst hasten on its dawning bright, 
'Gainst the demon's hateful, blasting power, do thou unceasing fight ; 
And thy soul shall be, by Faith and Hope, illumined on her way,- 
As the sun, in glory rising, scatters darkness far away." 

Who shall tell the boundless glory of thy coming, joyful time ? 
Who shall sing in fitting numbers of a theme so grand, sublime ? 
All the great and all the noble ones have ever dreamt of thee, 
Panting with a burning, strong desire, thy happiness to see ! 
As a watcher in night's blackest hours turns to the east his eye, 
To behold the first grey streak oflight that darts across the sky, 
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Thus, 'mid moral darkness do we look for thy serenest light, 
And unceasing are wo hoping that thy dawn may bless our sight. 
Once again do I invoke thee, do I pray thee to descend, 
And to bring the wickedness of man to an eternal end. 



Mart}. 

In quiet mem'ries of the past 

A fairy form I see ; 
And oh, my Mary's fairy form 

Was all the world to me. 

I was so happy that I thought 
My bliss would live for ever ; 

That nothing could my heart from thine, 
My Mary, e'er dissever. 

Yet often, in my silent hours, 
Thou standest, love, before me ; 

And peace, too calm for earth, 
Steals softly, sweetly o'er me. 

I see thee as thou wcrt, before 
Thine eyes had lost their brightness, ' 

Or e'er the hand of death had touched 
Thy face with marble whiteness. 

Methinks I hear thee breathe once more 

What I can ne'er forget ; 
And though a spirit blest, I know 

Thou lov'st me, Mar}', yet. 

Through all the changes of my life, 

Thy fairy form I see ; 
And, like the needle to the pole, 

My spirit turns to thee. 
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Jl Comparison. 



As when the chosen race of God 
Arabia's burning desert trod, 
And journeyed to a better land, 
Directed by a Father's hand ; 
So we, the children of God's love, 
Should journey to our home above. 
And He who led the chosen race 
Will guide us to a heavenly place, 
Where, with transporting glories blest, 
We shall for ever, ever rest. 



0n the Heath txt the Eeu. W. St. Keeling, B.JL 
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As weeps a loving child when far away 

By sqme resistless power its sire is borne ; 
So weep we, on this ever cheeiless day, 

And all our hearts in bitter anguish mourn. 
For one who was a shepherd to his flock, — 

A father to his people, — is no more. 
Grim death, with sudden, unexpected shock, 

Hath laid him low ; and on another shore 
He stands, where faith is sweetly lost in sight, 

And all the earthly ills he bravely bore 
Are swallowed up in ever new delight. 

His voice no more in human prayer shall rise, 
Nor in God's praises with the people's join ; 

He ne'er again shall speak of heavenly joys, 
Nor point the sinner to the love divine. 

The mournful shall no more by him be cheered, 
And nevermore by him the sick shall see 



' } THE LOVE OF GOD. 



The Cross of Christ upraised, and all they feared 

Be driven away at sight of Calvary. 
His race is run, the good fight's fought and won ; 

And, like a soldier after victory, 
He laurelled is for deeds of valour done. 

But though his kindly voice is hushed in death, 

And though the darksome grave his form encloses, 
He lives within our hearts. With mournful breath 

We praise Him. The spot where he reposes 
Shall sacred be : and as upon us rush 

The thoughts of how he lived and how he died, 
By help divine we all shall strive to crush 

Our sinful passions and our hateful pride ; 
And, sweet as consolation from above, 

Bright Hope shall whisper, " Ye shall stand beside 
Your pastor in the home of perfect love. 



The hove of ®od. 



Like sunshine to the flower, 
Like honey to the bee, 

Like dew upon the grass, 
Is God's great love to me. 

Without the sunshine bright, 
The floweret would decay ; 

If honey were withdrawn, 
The bee would fly away j 

And if the dew fell not, 

The grass would withered lie ; 
And but for God's sweet love, 

My soul would droop and die. 
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Then may I by Thy bmile, 
O God, be ever blest ; 

Until at length I reach 
My everlasting rest : 

And as unto the sky, 
For ever looks the sea, 

So may my gaze, O Lord, 
Be never turned from Thee. 



We ®ame in Faith txx Thee. 

O God of Glory ! Source of Light ! 

At whose majestic, awful sight, 

The powers of darkness take to flight, 

"We come in faith to Thee. 

Though seated on heaven's dazzling throne. 
Though countless worlds are all thine own, 
Thou callest us, with loving tone, 

To come in faith to Thee. 

And gladly we obey Thy call, 
So tender, kind, so free to all, 
And at Thy feet adoring fall, 

O God of Truth and Love. 

We thank Thee for Thy mercies given, 
As o'er life's ruffled sea we're driven, 
Where joys are lost and loves are riven, 
And all is drear but Thee. 

"We praise Thee that Thy loving Son, 
For us a glorious kingdom won ; 
That, when our earthly toils are done, 

We all may fly to Thee. 



3 2 THE HOUR OF DEATH. 



Yel' for our brethren we would pray, 
Who tread in dark destruction's way ; 
O Father, wash their sins away, 

And draw them to Thy breast. 

May drunkards from Intemperance flee, 
May Bands of Hope grow up in Thee, 
And Temperance spread o'er land and sea : 
That peace and joy may reign. 

O bless our noble, holy cause, 
And speed the day when righteous laws 
Shall crush that traffic foul, which draws 
So many souls from Thee. 

Thus through the^aith Thy praise shall ring, 
And every voice Thy glories sing, 
And own Thee Universal King, 

For ever, evermore. 



The Ijour of Steath. 

When shall come that solemn hour 
In which I yield to death's grim power, 

Though, perchance, by friends forgot, 
I pray Thee, Lord, forget me not. 

May Thy smile dispel the gloom 
That'shades the threshold of the tomb ; 

And when ends my mortal strife, 
Oh open, Lord, the gates of life. 

As a child whom fear alarms 

Seeks safety in its mother's arms, 

So from Satan's wiles I flee, 
To find deliv'rance, Lord, in Thee. 
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As a lark upspririging flies, 
To warble in the sunny skies, 

So from earth I long to soar, 
And be with Thee for evermore. 

Lord, I know that Thou art near ; 

And hark ! the songs of heaven I hear ; 
To my Father's home I fly ; — 

How sweet, how blissful, thus to die ! 



What is the Brightest $ay of flatten? 

" Whom have I in heaven but Thee." 



Is it to tread the mansions fair, 
Which Jesus promised to piepare 
For those who love His holy name, 
And bear for Him contempt and shame ; 
Mansions bright and glorious ! 
Where repose victorious 

The soldiers of the Cross ! 

Whose ev'ry earthly loss 
For Jesu's sake, is there repaid 
With glories that can never fade ? 

Ah no ! This joy is bright, 

And yields unmixed delight, 
But there's a brighter joy than this, 
A deeper, more transcendent bliss ! 

II. 

Is it to see its streets of gold ? 

Its pearly, dazzling gates behold ? 
Or is it to drink of the crystal river 
That flows from the throne of the great Joy Giver ? 
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Or to wear, bedecked with many a gem, 
A bright and sparkling diadem ? 
Or to breathe the pure, untainted air ? 
Or to bathe in limpid waters there ? 
"With angel wings serene to fly 
Through its celestial, cloudless sky ; 
And to gaze, as far on high we soar, 
On its lovely, ever-varied floor, 
Where verdure fair, eternal spread, 
Doth sweetest perfumes freely shed ? 
Ah no ! These joys are bright, 
And yield unmixed delight, 
But there's a joy more blissful far, 
Than all these holy pleasures are ! 

III. 

Is it to rest in its flowery dells, 
And to hear, the while, the silver bells 
Melodious ring a joyful measure, 
To fill the soul with sweetest pleasure ? 
Or to hear the clear ringing 
Of the fair angels' singing ? 
Or to listen to the lofty strain 
Of the song that celebrates the pain 
Of Him who left His home above, 
And with such unexampled love, 
To earth in lowly meekness came, 
To take away our sin and shame ? 
These joys are bright, but oh, there is, 
A deeper, more transcendent bliss ! 

IV. 

Is it to greet the men of old, 
Whom love to God made strong and bold ? 
To be where Abram, Isaac, Jacob rest 
Upon a Father's loving breast ? 
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To see, among the sons of God, 

That leader, whose uplifted rod 

Was stretched across the rolling tide 
At Heaven's command ; 

Who bade the angry waves subside 

And rise like walls on either side, 
That on dry land 

The chosen race might safely press 

Into the barren wilderness ? 

Or Aaron, Joshua, Samuel see ? 

With David, King of Israel, be ? 

To gaze upon Elijah's face ? 

Or in the throng Isaiah trace — 

Isaiah, whose seraphic lyre 

Breathed songs of melody and fire ? 

To dwell where Christ's apostles praise 

Their loving Lord through endless days ? 

Where all the bravest, noblest, best, 

That ever lived, for ever rest ? 
These joys how transcendent, how gloriously bright ! 
But yet there's a richer and deeper delight ! 

V. 

Is it to hear a mother's voice ? 

Or with a father dear rejoice ? 

To gaze upon a sister's face ? 

Or feel a brother's warm embrace ? 
Or is it to meet, on the blissful shore, 
The dearly-loved darling who " went before " ? 
The light of the home, and the joy of the heart, 
Who came to delight you, but came to depart : 
These joys are transcendent and gloriously bright, 
But oh, there's a richer, a deeper delight ! 

VI. 

' Tis to be with Christ, our Lord, our Love, 
Yes, that is the brightest joy above ! 



To rest within His loving arms, 
And gaze upon His matchless charms ! 
To praise His name with sweet accord : 
'Tis to be ever with the Lord, 

VII. 
My Lord and my Saviour, oh give me Thy smile, 
To brighten my hope an 1 to lighten my toil ; 
And grant, as a river flows into the sea, 
That my life, O Redeemer, may flow into Thee. 



[SUPPOSKJ) TO BE Sl'OKKN BY A/AUIAIl, A PUINCK OF IsRAFL.j 

Oh the heart of a mother is sad when her son 

Is condemned to captivity's pains, 
But far sadder our hearts were when Babylon's king 

From our fatherland bore us in chains. 

And we gazed on the hills of our lovely Judea, 

As they slowly grew dim to the view ; 
And our eyes filled with tears, and our voices were low, 

As we bade them a loving adieu ! 

And we thought of bright Jordan, our beautiful stream, 
On whose banks groweth ev'ry fair tree ; 

And of Lebanon's cedars, of Zion's blest mount, 
And the waves of our loved Galilee. 

" Fare-thee-well ! O thou land of our fathers," we cried, 

" But thy fields we can never forget ! " 
And we breathed a deep prayer that the sun of her power 

Might arise bright and glorious yet. 

For the Lord had withdrawn fiom His people His smile, 
And our armies like corn were mown down ; 



DANIEL. 



All the strength that defied the invader had fled, 
And our monarch was robbed of his crown. 

Yet our captor, great Nebuchadnezzar, desired 
'Ihat the princes before him should stand ; 

And he ordered his eunuchs to give us to eat 
Of the daintiest meat in the land ; 

And to drink of the choicest and costliest wine, 
That our cheeks might be comely and red ; 

" But we never will eat of the king's dainty meat, 
Neither drink of his wine," Daniel said. 

Then the chief of the eunuchs (who loved him right well) 

Strove to alter this holy design ; 
"For your faces," he said, " will be ruddy and bright, 

If ye drink of the pure sparkling wine." 

" And the king's wrath would rise if he saw ye less fair 
Than are those who drink deep of his wine ; 

And there's nothing so healthful, so pleasant, so sweet, 
As the juice of the fruit of the vine." 

But we knew of a drink far more healthful and pure, — 
Of a drink that flows forth from the spring ; 

Which will never defile like the red, mocking wine, 
And that ne'er, like an adder, will sting. 

" Do thou prove us," we said, " for the space often days, 

Let our food be unchangingly light, 
And our drink be pure water, O Melzar, then see 

If our looks be not cornel) and bright." 

So he granted our prayer, and plain pulse was our food, 
And we drank of the clear crystal draught ; 

Whilst our brethren partook of the king's dainty meat, 
And of goblets of rosy wine quaffed. 



THE HYPOCRITE. 



We were fairer than those who drank wine, Melzar said, 

When the days of the trial weie o'er; 
So we ate of the plainest, yet healthiest food, 

And we drank from the spring evermore. 

And the Lord gave us grace in the eyes of the king, 

And he raised us to lofty degree ; 
Yet we felt we would rather be lowly at home, 

Than the princes of Babylon be. 

As a bird when entrapped pants and strives to be free, 

Though a soft silken cord be its chain ; 
So the heart of an exile is drawn to his home, 

And he longs to behold it again. 

But our God may relent, and once more we may see 

The pure waters of Jordan flow by ; 
And the fair Mount of Zion, and Lebanon's trees, 

May again cheer our homeward-turned eye. 

Do Thou grant it, Jeho/ah ! O let us once more 

In Thy Israel's heritage stand ; 
And our hearts shall rejoice in Thy merciful grace, 

And will bless Thy delivering hand. 



The hypocrite. 



A smiling face, a modest air, 
The hypocrite doth ever wear ; 
His mouth is full of loathsome cant, 
Or high-flown, seeming heartfelt rant. 
The simple saints, with upturned eyes, 
Exalt his virtues to the skies ; 
And should a not-so-simple brother, 
But dare their eulogy to scout, 
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Much shocked, they look at one another, 
And cry : " What evil-minded doibt ! 
Judge not ! how dare you judge ?" they say, 
And in high dudgeon walk away : 
And thus this wolf within the fold, 
Is by the simple sheep extolled. 
He strives to make, with subtle art, 
The worse appear the better part ; 
And if the truth should damning be, 
To falsehood's refuge he doth flee. 
He basely cringes to the great, 
Despises those of low estate, 
And by God's vengeance undismayed, 
He makes Philanthropy a trade. 
He manifests great vigour, when 
His works may be observed by men ; 
And while his interests are at stake, 
What " noble " efforts he can make ! 
But in the net for others laid, 
The wretch himself shall be betrayed ; 
His hopes, like chaff before the wind, 
Shall flee, and leave a void behind : 
For Mammon, whom he made his friend, 
Can brighten not his latter end. 



Ths lUurard, 

' Well done, good and faithful servant, enter thou into the joy of thy Lord." 

Our Lord Jesus Christ. 

Oh the heart of the soldier is filled with delight, 

When the toils of the battle are done ; 
When the tyrant's proud army is crushed in the fight, 

And the life of the free has begun. 

But the soldier's delight is as nought to the joy 
Which the soul of the Christian shall thrill, 



THE HAWKER AND THE PUBLICAN. 



When the Lord gazes on him with kindliest eye, 
As he stands upon Zion's bright hill. 

And the words of approval, " My servant, well done ! " 

On his ear like sweet music shall fall ; 
And his heart shall rejoice in the home he has won, 

Where no sorrows nor cares can enthral. 



The ^aurker and the ffubliean 



A WORTHY man, in Oldham town, 

Carried a basket up and down, 

To sell (an unpoetic trade ! ) 

The muffins which his wife had made. 

No honest labour's a disgrace, 

So Jack ne'er shrunk to show his face ; 

He better far had muffins sell, 

Than be a thief, or shabby " swell " ; 

And those proud folk are my aversion, 

Who make such callings their diversion. 

Impelled by virtue's noble laws, 

Our Jack had joined the Temp'rance cause ; 

And worked with all his heart and mind, 

To benefit forlorn mankind. 

Plying one day his usual calling, 

And " Muffins.! Muffins ! Muffins ! " bawling, 

Jack strode within a ginshop's door, 

In hopes to sell his tempting store : 

But Boniface, with face of fire, 

Broke out with words of vengeful ire : 

"What! buy from thee ? " exclaimed the skinker, 

■" Thou paltry, white-faced water-drinker ! 



LUCY. 



Thou, who the people dost persuade 

To shun my wares, and stop my trade ! 

How shall I, say, a living make, 

If men my home-brewed beer forsake ? " 

" Why," answered Jack, with roguish glee, 

" You then may muffins sell, like me ! " 



4* 



JaUCIJ. 



I love not Lucy for her eye 

Of heavenly blue ; 
Nor for her cheek, which might outvie 

A rose in hue ; 



Nor for her brow of spotless white ; 

Nor golden hair ; 
Nor for her lips, though ever bright, 

And ever fair : 

Not all the beauties of her face 

Could win my soul ; 
Nor all her figure's faultless grace 

My love control : 

" Then why," you ask, " is Lucy yours ? 

The charm impart ; 
"What talisman your love secures ? "— 

Her tender heart. 



4* MYSTICISM. 



JKystictsm. 



I saw a man who read a book 
AVith serious, anxious, puzzled look ; 
He sat uneasy in his chair ; 
As though perplexed by doubt or care ; 
And, as a cat Who smells a rat 

Is filled with ire, 
So, as he turned each pretty page, 
I marked the reader's smothered rage 

Rise high and higher, 
Until at last, with sudden gust, 
He threw the book down in disgust, 
And cried aloud, with anger keen, 
" W-h-a-t, what the dickens does he mean ?" 

I said : " My gentle man, be calm ; 
Such violent rage will do you harm ; " 
But heedless of expostulation, 
He thus pursued his declamation : 
"I'll emigrate ! I'll fly — yes — yes! 

To some more happy shore ; 
Where such confounded books as this, 

May never plague me more ! " 

'* But why," I asked, " pray tell me why 
' Confounded ' you should brand it ? " 

Quoth he,— contempt was in his eye, — 
" No man can understand it !" 

" But dost thou know the great Reviews 
Most highly laud the author's muse ? 

That every Magazine is ringing 

The praises of his ' sweetest singing ' ? 

And they are better judges, far : " 

Quoth he : "I don't believe they are : 
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And let me beg you, (if you ever 

Should try to write in verse) to never 

Call in, as prompter, to your aid, 

Obscurity's perplexing shade ; 

For though Reviews may swear 'tis fine, 

The people ne'er will read a line. 

No verse is now considered good 

That's easy to be understood ; 

And authors' thoughts should all lie hid 

Under a wordy pyramid. 

But heedless be of scoff or sneer, 

And let thy verses, friend, be clear ! " 

" There's sense in what this fool has said," 

I thought, as on my way I sped : 

And happy am I now to know, 

When bards with lofty rapture glow, 

This musical, immortal rhyme 

Will warn them through all coming time, — 

Like light-house on a stormy night, 

Or scarecrow to a sparrow's sight, — 

To shun, as they would shun a bear, 

That half-sublime, half-mystic air, 

Which almost makes a reader swear. 

And if they find they can't express 
Their thoughts in a poetic dress 
With clearness, why, as Carlyle shows,* 
They better far had write in prose. 



• *' It ii one of my constant regrets, in this generation, that men to whom the 

gods have given a genius will insist, in such an earnest time as ours has 

grown, in bringing out their divine gift in the shape of vene, .with its half 

eredibilitiet and other mil accompaniment But certainly a good, wise, 

earnest piece in prose from you would please me better than the musicallest 
verses could."— from a letter from Thomat Carlyle to W. C. Bennet, L.L D. 
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The ®eath of the Drunkard's Wife. 



"Within a dark and wretched room 

A weary woman lay, 
Who prayed unto the J^ord, that He 

"Wovdd take her soul away 

From all the toils and cares of life, 

To regions of the blest, 
Where peace immortal reigns secure, 

And burdened souls find rest. 

A little boy sat by her side, 
Whose eyes were full of tears ; 

Who pressed her hand within his own, 
And whispered in her ears : 

" My mother dear, oh do not die, 

And leave me here in grief; 
For I will love thee as myself, 

And give thy wants relief." 

The mother's eyes o'erflowed with tears — 

She pressed him to her heart, 
And murmured, " Dearest love, I grieve 

That I from thee must part : 

" But put thy trust in God, and He 

Will never thee forget ; 
And though thy path be rough and hard, 

He'll bless thee, darling, yet. 

" But ere I die, oh promise me 

That thou wilt never taste 
The drink that led thy father lost, 

To ruin's dreary waste.'' 
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" I'll never touch it, mother dear," 

The boy impulsive cried ; 
And kneeling by her side, he prayed 

That he might e'er abide 

In his most holy vow. A smile 

Of joy and peace came o'er 
The features of the dying saint ; — 

She saw the blissful shore 

Of heaven stretched out before her eyes- 
She heard the angels sing 

Their songs of sweetest, holiest praise 
To an Almighty King ; — 

And thus, with a triumphant grace, 
She rose to join their choir ; 

She left a home of grief, for one 
Immeasurably higher ! 



Ernest Jones. 



*' Some eminent in virtue shall' start up 

Even in perversest time : 
The truths of their pure lips, that never die, 
Shall bind the scorpion falsehood -with a -Wreath 

Of ever-living name, 
Until the monster sting itself to death." 

Shelley. 



In mart, in work-shop, and in street, 
"With sorrow men each other greet ; 
The tears start forth in every eye, 
And hushed are all the sounds of joy ; 
And sobs are heard, and bitter moans, 
For our lost leader, Ernest Jones. 
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O Death ! why did'st thou aim thy dart 
At his unshrinking, noble heart ? 
Not often hast thou stilled the breath 
Of one so brave as he, O Death ! 
Ah ! when we hoped his soul to cheer, 
And fitly crown his grand career, 
By giving him the honours due 
To one so steadfast and so true ; 
When, like a fitful gleam of light 
That but a moment gilds the night, 
Glad tidings reached his happy ear, 
And Hope's accomplishment was near ; * 
'Twas then, O cruel Death, that thou 
Did'st place thy seal upon his brow ; 
And hush to peace that fearless voiee 
Which made the pepple's heart rejoice ! 

Ah ! how shall we' his deeds relate ? 
How shall we mourn his hapless fate ? 
With fal'tring voice we speak of him, 
Our downcast eyes with tears grow dim, 
And oh, we feel that we can never, 
Though great and holy our endeavour, 
Do ample justice to his claim 
To honour pure — to spotless fame. 

The forest mourns, when blasted lies 

Its tallest, mightiest tree ; 
And sailors, how they mourn, when dies 

Their captain on the sea ; 



* In anticipation of a possible vacancy in the representation of the city of 
Manchester, a test ballot had been held to decide whether Mr. Ernest Jones or 
the Rt. Hon. Milner Gibson should become the candidate of the Liberal party, 
-when an immense majority decided in favour of the subject of this poem. This 
pleasing result was conveyed to him two days before he died ; and at the same 
time news reached him that one of his sons bad gained high honours at Oxford.- 
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And soldiers mourn, when he who led 

Their footsteps on to glory, 
Bis noble heart's best blood hath shed 

On field of battle gory ; 
Disciples mourn, when martyred saints 

Have sealed the truth with blood ; 
And oh, how mournful the complaints 

Of lonely widowhood : 
So mourn we for our leader brave ; 
Our captain on the stormy wave ; 
Him from whose fearless lips we heard, 
In saddest times, a hopeful word ; 
Who sowed that seed in pain and tears, 
Which we shall reap in coming years. 

He worshipped Freedom from his youth ; 
He hated shams ; he loved the Truth ; 
He sacrificed name and wealth, 
Preferment, comfort, honours, health, 
That he might plead the people's cause, 
And overturn unrighteous laws. 

When Poland, land of wrongs and grief! 
Despairing sought a vain relief 
By battling with her tyrant foes, 
Brave Ernest, though a child, arose 
With burning zeal and fearless mind, 
And left his father's home behind, 
In hopes to strike his feeble blow 
Against the ruthless Russian foe.* • 



* " fall, of admiration at the heroism of the Poles during their great 

struggle. of 1829-30, he suddenly disappeared from home, and, being with some 
difficulty traced, the truant, then only eleven years of age, was found with a 
bundle underpins arm, half-way across Lauenberg, in the midst of the Black 
Forest, on his way, as he expressed himself, ' to help the Poles.' " — Ernest Jens*. 
Who it he ! What hat he done ! 
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And through" his life his mighty heart 
For ever took the righteous part ; 
He cared not whether praise or blame 
Of all his noble efforts came ; 
If he were battling for the Right, 
Though Hate might bark and Envy bite, 
He knew that bliss which none can feel 
But those who work for mankind's weal. 

When Mammon held before his eyes 
A tempting, glittering golden prize, 
And cried, " This wealth will I bestow 
If thou thy labours wilt forego ; " 
He turned about with holy wrath, 
And spurned the devil from his path ; 
For oh, he held a conscience clear, 
Than gold, or aught beside, more dear, f 
Unbounded stores of wealth can buy 

The heart contentment never ; 
But noble actions will supply 

The sweetest joy for ever. 

When Pleasure called him to her side, 
And whispered, " I will be thy bride, 
And thou shalt rest within my arms, 
And taste my never-equalled charms ; 
And we will pass the happy hours 
In fairest, brightest, lovliest bowers ; 
And if unwelcome, cank'ring Care 
Presumptuously should ever dare 



1 " He even renounced a very considerable fortune, ■which he might have had 
"if he wouid but have paid the cheap price of holding his tongue. His uncle, who 
was possessed of an income of £2,000 a year, put it to him whether he would 
become heir to this wealth and renounce his political life, or renounce the money 
«nd retain Ms position as a Chartist leader. Nobly and honourably Mr. Joker 
-chose the latter course, and the uncle left his fortune to his gardener." — Saturday 
Review, July \Uh, 1859. 
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To enter thy devoted breast, 

I'll softly lull the pain to rest ; 

And day by day our sole employ 

Shall be to taste some newer joy ; 

So come with me," cried syren Pleasure, 

" And bliss enjoy that none can measure." 

As break the wavelets of the ocean 

Against the rocks in vain ; 
So Pleasure's templing, soft emotion, 

And sweet delusive strain, 
Were heeded not by one whose soul 
Was fixed on Duty's shining goal. 

" Let thy profession have thy care," 
Cried Piudence, with reproachful air ; 
" What is the people's cause to thee ? 
Or why should'st thou its champion be ? 
Forsake the field of agitation, 
And thou shalt gain a lofty station ; 
Thy steps Preferment shall attend ; 
Many shall love to call thee friend ; 
And, like a clear and placid stream, 
The current of thy life shall flow, 
And comfoit's charm, and honour's gleam, 
Thy happy heart shall know."§ , 

But with a deep, impassioned pride, 
To Prudence nobly he replied, 



\ Had Mr. Jones devoted his -wonderful acuteness of n, ind to the continuous- 
study of the law, and his extraordinary oratorical powers to its elucidation, he- 
might reasonably have hoped that his labours would at length secure the highest 
rewards which the profession can give. But with true nobility of mind, he 
sacrificed such hopes that he might advocate the cause of his poorer brethren,. 
And yet, while a candidate for the representation of Manchester, he was 
reproached for being a lawyer. This puerile objection lost even its shadow of 
force in view of the fact that Mr. Jones had uniformly neglected his profession 
in his efforts to increase the glory and the prosperity of his country. 



5» ERNEST JONES. 



" Though I should those rewards obtain, 

For which so many sigh in vain, 

My outraged conscience would reprove, 

Did I desert the cause I. love ; 

And, like a ship by tempests tost, 

Whose sails are rent, whose helm is lost, 

My soul might vainly hope to find 

A haven for the restless mind. 

Let ease, preferment, honours flee ! 

To be a worker for the Right 
Is something dearer far to me 

Than gold, or honour's giddy height." 

Thus did he offer up his life 

Upon his country's altar ; 
He rushed impetuous to the strife, 

And never did he falter. 
Though tyranny opposed him. 
Though prison doors enclosed him,J 
His faith in Truth was never shaken, , 
The people's cause was ne'er forsaken. 
His soul through persecution grew 
More brave, more steadfast, and more true ; 
Like metals, which, When fires refine, 
With far superior lustre shine. 

A noble leader ! thus to languish 
Within a darksome prison cell ! 

And blasted Hope's severest anguish 
To bear for those he loved so well ! 



t In 1848; Mr. Jones was imprisoned on a frivolous charge of using: seditious- 
language ; and was treated with such inhuman cruelty that in the second year 
of his confinement Jie could no longer .stand upright, when it became necessary 
to remove him to the prison hospital. He was then informed that if he pledged 
himself to renounce political life, his liberty would be restored j but, lite Moses, 
" he chose rather to suffer affliction with the people of God, than to enjoy the- 
pleasures of sin for a season." 
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The fair flowers dallied with the breeze, 

But grew for him in vain ; 
The song-birds carolled on the trees, 

But he heard not their strain ; 
The hawthorn blossoms filled the air 

With delicate perfume ; 
And grasses bright, and leaflets rare 

Burst forth from Nature's womb : 
While all things seemed to chant a hymn 

Of lightest, brightest gladness, — 
With wasted form, with eyes grown dim, 

He drank the cup of sadness. 



His absent wife and babes appeared 

Before his mind's fond eye ; 
And ah, bereavement oft he feared, — 

For pestilence passed by ; 
His jailers he beseeched to tell 

If those he dearly loved were well ; 
And deeply was his spirit bruised, 

When this petition was refused.* 
Of all the pains that rack the mind, 

Not one is so intense, 
Nor such depression- leaves behind, 

As breathless, deep suspense. 



Yet, 'mid his deepest desolation 
He found a soothing avocation ; 
He learned to wile away the long 

And dreary prison hours, 
By giving all his soul to song, 



* "While the Cholera was at its height he desired to know if his wife and hie 
children were in good health, but the information was brutally denied. 
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And soaring on a pinion strong, 
Amid poetic bowers. % 

O Poetry ! thou lovely maid ! 

Who, angel-like, from heaven hast strayed, 

To soothe and cheer man's dreary lot, 

Both in the palace and the cot, 

The sweetest, most harmonious measures 

"Would fail to tell of all thy pleasures ! 

Thou dost, with thy enchanting art, 

Delight and purify the heart ; 

And raise us to a higher sphere, 

From which our sorrows disappear ; — 

For even grief, when touched by thee, 

Becomes so sadly sweet, 
That dearer far it seems to be 

Than happiness complete : — 
"Who doth not know that songs of sadness 
Are sweeter than the hymns of gladness ? 
From thee the lover learns to breathe 

His soul-consuming flame, 
And flowery bands of song to wreathe 

Round the beloved name. 
The soldier's heart by thee is fired ; 
By thee the patriot is inspired ; 
And thou dost even add a grace 
To pure Religion's sainted face. 

i Several years before his imprisonment he had gained a high poetical repute 
"by the publication of The Wood Spirit and My Life. "While in prison he composed 
Bah! agon Chweh ; The Pointer of Florence ; Tim Mevolt of Bindostan ; and a 
■considerable number of smaller pieces. In the early part of his imprisonment 
writing materials were not allowed to him : but he made pens from the feathers 
of birds which fell in the prison yard ; for ink, he used bis own blood ; and the 
fly leaveB of his Bible, prayer book, etc., were useful as paper. The Revolt of 
Hindostan was written entirely with his blood. Had the elder D'Israeli been 
■alive, how eagerly would he have seized upon such an incident to adorn one of 
the chapters of his Curiosities of Literattire. 
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Though frigid souls thy charms deride, 
Thou shalt for ever be the pride 
Of those to whom the gods have given 
A love of Beauty's dazzling heaven ; 
And all whose minds aspiring rise 
To Fancy's flowery paradise, 
Shall find in thee a source of joy 
Which sorrow never can destroy ! 

His servitude at last was o'er, 
And we beheld his face once more ; 
And, as a martial host rejoices 

At triumph o'er its foes, 
Ev'n so the people's myriad voices 

In jubilation rose,J 
"When trt mblingly lie left his prison, 
Like one who had from death arisen. 

And once again, as with the fire 

And ardour of his youth, 
He strove to lift the people higher, 

By words of power and truth ; 
And when at last the seed he'd sown 
Had almost to perfection grown, 
Death rudely claimed him for his own, 

Regardless of our ruth. 

His love, 'mid deserts of the past, 
Is memory's greenest spot ; 

And long as life itself shall last, 
He shall not be forgot : 

Oh ! had we but the power to wave 

The wand of Being o'er his grave, 



$ On his release from imprisonment Mr. J0NE6 was received in all parte of the 
country with the greatest enthusiasm ; and he henceforth became the principal, 
as he was undoubtedly the most eloquent, leader of the democratic party. 
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Once more his dauntless heart should beat, 

His voice again be heard, 
To plead for liberty complete 

With a resistless word ! 

Oh may the sun shine brightly 

Upon his place of rest ! 
And may the turf lie lightly 

Upon his noble breast ! 
And as Old England's children learn 

Of how he lived and died, 
May they with emulation burn, 
And humbly, firmly, nobly spurn 

All Pharasaic pride ! 
Till heart to heart be closer drawn 

By Love's unfailing plan, 
And Mammon's vot'ries cease to scorn 

The Brotherhood of Man! 



foetis. 



Unless by friends desired, your verse 
Do not, O poets fond, rehearse ! 
The very music of the spheres 
Is charmless to unwilling ears, 
And your attempts at sense in metre 
Must meet with failure far completer : 
Your forward, undesired intrusion, 
Will cover you with deep confusion. 

This Rolus found, whose soul had long 
Been given in secret unto Song. 
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He hideous made the hours of night, 
And fiiled his neighbours with affright, 
By reading, in a voice of thunder, 
The lines he viewed with love and wonder : 
And at each stanza's close he'd pause 
To listen to his own applause. 

" I might as well not be a poet," 

Our hero thought, " unless I show it ; " 

So, while his friends were met together 

And discoursed of the war and weather, 

He cried, " I have some lines to read 

If you will hear ? " "Agreed! agreed!" 

So from his breech, with bashful caper, 

He drew a pretty roll of paper, 

And spouted in affected tone, 

Such lines that few would care to own. 

The vapid sweets — 

The vain conceits — 

The senseless rhyme — 

The metre mangled — 

(All mad-sublime 

And quite new-fangled) 
Were jumbled up with such profusion, 
That each desired a swift conclusion. 
And when at last the poet ceased, 
Like souls from Limbo just released, 
Responsively they thankful sighed, 
And Joy was born while Sorrow died : 
But one, unlike to all the rest, 
Applauded with a hearty zest. 
" Why have you, dolt, the piece commended ? " 

They all in wonder cried : 
" My gentle friends, because 'tis ended," 

The man replied. 
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$n Incident in ®ht\vch. 

Even a fool will sometimes speak wisely. — Old Proverl. 

You must know the Rev'rend James Augustus William George 

Macann, 
Is the curate of our parish, and " a very nice young man ; " 
All the single ladies love him — you should see their blushes sweet — 
You should hear their tender voices, when they greet him in (he street. 
Oh, his auburn hair is parted in the middle of his head, 
(And I say his hair is auburn, though the spiteful say 'tis red) 
And he wears a diamond-studded ring upon his little finger, 
And his form is tall and graceful, and " he's such a lovely singer ! "— 
But I will not on his varied charms another moment linger. 
Though I think him too conceited, yet the thought must ne'er be told, 
Or the females will my sentiments in detestation hold ; 
And I frankly own I dare not be a martyr to their rage, — 
So I keep the daring thought locked up, like tiger in a cage. 

On a lovely summer afternoon, the psalms had all been sung, 
And the last " Amen " had died away in silence on the tongue, 
When the Rev'rend James Augustus William George began to 

preach : 
O that all had been as apt to hear as he was apt to teach ! 
With what calm, melodious accent, with what neatly balanced phrase, 
Did he threaten endless torment '* if they mended not their ways ! " 
But the afternoon was sultry, and the subject was so hot, 
That the people went to sleep as though they did'nt care a jot. 
All his fair admirers were away, by some unlucky chance, 
And the Rev'rend James did not perceive a single cheering glance : 
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There was one awake — and only one — that met his aching sight, 
And that only one, I grieve to say, a poor, half-witted wight. 
Now there's not a parson in the world who could unruffled keep, 
If he saw, alas! while preaching, that his flock were fast asleep. 
So the luckless speaker cried, with deep vexation almost weeping, 
" 'Tis a burning shame that all but this poor idiot here are sleeping ! " 
"When, uprising in the church, the fool made this addition true : — 
" And if I were not an idiot I should be a-sleeping too ! " 



The Suicide. 



(A man not long ago committed suicide in Germany. His reason for taking- 
this very decided step was extraordinary. It appeared that his -wife had grown 
exceedingly stout ; and the load of flesh -which she was compelled to bear had so 
destroyed the grace and symmetry of her person, that, being gifted by nature 
with a keen sense of the beautiful, her presence was a continual eyesore to him. 
His ideas of proportion were so outraged that at last he resolved to seek in 
another world for that loveliness which he despaired of ever again beholding in 
the wife of his bosom. On this circumstance the following poem is founded.) 



With mournful mien and downcast eyes 
He left the city's jarring noise, 

And sought a shady spot, 
Where he might pour, without restraint, 
A very tragical complaint 

At his unhappy lot. 

Though all the birds in concert joined, 
Their song enlivened not his mind, 

His grief was far too deep ; 
And though the charms of nature there 
Like Eden's bowers were rich and rare, 

He sat him down to weep. 
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Anon he rose and cried, " O grove, 
Where oft I've whispered words, of love, 

Receive my latest sigh ! 
For, crushed by a relentless fate, 
I cannot longer hesitate,— 

I am resolved to die ! " 

With that, he drew a shining blade, 
And an incision madly made 

Below his lowest rib : 
And thus, while life-blood ebbed away, 
Did he his. misery pouitray, 

In accents wondrous glib. 

" There was a time when, O my Mary, 
Thou cause of all my woe, 

Thou wert as lovely as a fairy, 
And playful as a doe. 

" But now thy comprehensive face 

Is like the rising sun ; 
Thy monstrous form, devoid of grace, 

Is heavy as a tun. 

" Ah ! oft beneath a summer sky 
My arm thy waist imbound ; 

But now both arms, howe'er I try, 
Will reach but half-way round. 

" How blissful were the hours when thou 
Did'st lean upon my breast ! 

But should' st thou do so, Mary, now, 
I could not be at rest ; 

" And, like a slave beneath a load, 

My ardent wish would be 
To close the painful episode 

By flying far from thee. 
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" When sickness once attacked thy charms, 
And drooped thy lovely head, 

I raised thee gently in my arms, 
And carried thee to bed. 

" But did I now the feat essay, 

My heart would palpitate ; 
And all my strength would melt away 

Beneath thy crushing weight ; 

" And, falling like an avalanche 

Upon my figure frail, 
Death's icy hand my face would blanch, 

My name " adorn a tale." 

" But, thanks to this sharp javelin, 

That shall not be my fate ! 
And should'st thou, Mary, now grow thin, 

'Twill be, alas, too late ! 

" Some envious demon, knowing that 

I love a form of beauty, 
Conspired to make my wife grow fat, 

To scare me from my duty. 

" And oh, this blade with crimson dyed. 
Proclaims his great success ; — 

As Mary's person amplified, 
My love grew less and less. 

" The poets sing, in winning verses, 

Of female grace divine ; 
Their praises would be turned to curses, 

Were all their wives like mine. 

" But ah, I feel my strength depart, — 
My senses reel and swim,— 

A chill is stealing to my heart,— 
My sight is growing dim, — 
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" Yet still, before my closing eyes, 

I see her figure vast ; 
And as I view the shapeless size, 

My spirit is aghast ! 

" And I am fain to cry, ' O Death, 

My tortured Soul deliver ! 
Delay not ! take away my breath 

With arrow from thy quiver ! ' " 

His head fell back, his eyelids closed, 
And sundry salient signs disclosed 

That Death had stilled his heart ; 
And thus, in manhood's power and pride, 
Like an impassioned fool he died, 

A martyr to fine art. 

But yet his sad self-immolation 
May prove a source of consolation 

To husbands tired of breath ; 
If, warned by his alarming fate, 
Their wives will ponder, ere too late, 

The moral of his death. 

In courtship's sunny, smiling days, 
The fair one every charm displays 

With unremitting zeal ; 
She calls in all the powers of dress 
To heighten native loveliness, 

And blemishes conceal. 

But when is tied the nuptial knot, 
Her former arts are all forgot, 

A change comes o'er her life ; 
Her husband finds that she whose charms 
Once filled his breast with love's alarms, 

Is an untidy wife. 
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The lips he once so loved to kiss 
No longer waken thoughts of bliss 

As in the days of yore ; 
And, like a bird who seeks, forsaken, 
The nest which ruthless hands have taken, 

His heart is sick and sore. 

Home hath no sweet delights in store, 
To soothe him when his toil is o'er, 

And brace him for the morrow ; 
And oft the drink-shop lures him in, 
To find, in mad'ning draughts of gin, 

A short surcease of sorrow. 

To keep thy husband true to duty, 
Make home, O wife, a scene of beauty, 

A bower for ever bright ; 
Where wearied toil, at eve'ning's close, 
May taste, 'mid undisturbed repose, 

A pure and deep delight. 



Jt ^onwrsation xin Eternal ftmisliment* 

(The author thinks it necessary to state, as editors do at the top of ' Corres- 
pondence Columns' in newspapers, that he must not be held responsible for the 
various opinions expressed by the participiants in the following conversation, 
whoBe sentiments must be taken for what they are worth. Should he, however, 
be pressed to declare what his own views are upon the subject under discussion, 
he must frankly reply that he leans to the side of— Mercy.) 

■ F. The theologians are in great 
And, as is usual, hot debate. 
Who ever heard, since time began, 
Or dogmas first were broached by man, 
That their disputings were attended 
By feelings that could be commended ? 
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B. 'Tis strange ! on other subjects we 
Full oft " agree to disagree ; " 

Our thoughts asunder as the poles, 
Yet mutual love unites our souls. 
But if theology— that foe of peace — 
The subject be of conversation, 
At once our kindly feelings cease, 
"We think opponents foolish geese, 
And wish them to obtain release 
From their infatuation ! 

C. O that some mind of power would rise, 
To drive, like clouds along the skies, 

The mists of anger from our eyes ! 
And prove, with keen, " satiric touch," 
That none Religion " want so much," 
As those who make it their profession 
To insure Heresy's repression. 

F. The theologians are in great 
And, as I said, unkind debate. 
The question which disturbs their bliss 
And makes their venom rise, is this : 
Whether the punishments infernal 
Are, or are not, to be eternal ? 

B. Rememb'ring that the larger number 
Of men seem wrapt in evil's slumber ; 
That those whose hands and hearts are clean 
ire very few and far between ; 

It readily will be believed 

No greater cause could be conceived. 

C. You're wrong, for few desire to know 
The fate in stpre for them below ; 

And if you speak of endless fire, 
They think you an outrageous liar. 
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B. But yet it cannot but be well 
To know the truth respecting hell ; 
Error is dark as shades of night, 
But truth is dazzling as the light. 

F. One party savagely maintains 
That ceaseless are the hellish pains ; 
That time may come, and time may go, 

But never ! never ! never ! 
Can damned souls a respite know, — 

Their torment is for ever ! 
In solemn and sepulchral tones, 
They speak of deep and dolorous groans, 
Of chains, of brimstone, and of fire, 
Where none can evermore aspire 
To something purer, something higher, — 
Where Hope, the God-head's brightest gift, 
Like sunbeam through a cloudy rift 
Shall shine not on the dark despair 
Of all the wretches wailing there ! 
That when ten thousand years have ran, 
When myriad ages have begun, 
The woes shall be but just beginning, 
Of those who spent their lives in sinning. 
As drops unto-the mighty sea, 
Are ages to eternity. 



C. That picture of hell's blackest night 
The deepest horror should excite ; 
But some, with Fharasaic pride, 
Deal out damnation far and wide, 
And seem to dearly love to dwell 
On all the varied woes of hell : 
Till one might think that hell they prize 
More than the joys of paradise. 
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D. And should you dare with meek suggestion, 
To call their furious views in question, 
With proud and self-assured profoundness, 
They doubt your theologic soundness ; — 

C. And with a lofty elocution, 
They bid you think of Retribution ; 

D. Or else in charity suggest 
You may become an atheist ! 

C. Though men may call me bold, profane, 
I yet will venture to maintain 

That, had I power, at once the pains 

Of such a hell should cease ; 
I'd free the lost ones from their chains, 

And give them sweet release ; 
And if they nevermore could know 
The joys that from obedience flow, 
Destruction's power I would employ, 
And they with all their griefs should die. 

D. And is not God more loving far 
Than man can ever be ? 

And do we not His glory mar 

By thinking He can see 
With stony, unforgiving eyes, 
His children's endless miseries ? 

E. But stop ! our hearts are full of griet 
When you disturb our fixed belief; 

And timid souls are tossed about 
Upon Doubt's restless ocean ; 

Their souls, confiding and devout, 
Are weary of commotion ; 

They long for quietude, for rest, 

As wing-tired eagle for its nest, 



A CONVERS4T.fOW.ON 'ETERNAL PUNISHMENT. 65 



Or as a traveler longs to see 

His native land, tfie blest ! the free ! 



D. But turmoil is*the lot of man-; 
Let him escape the, strife»who can. 
Oman! thou heir of grief and doubt, 
By fears within and toils without, 
Thou art for ever tost about ! , 

Thy life is one continued gaze 
For light, amid the dark'ning haze ; 
Thou dost for faith unclouded seek 
Until thy straining eyes grow weak ; 
And with a heart by anguish torn, 
Thou ciiest, '" Wherefore was I'b'om ? 
O God, if Thou art Love and Light, 
Disperse the shadows of the night ! " 

Oh ! never rudely pass him by 

Whom Doubt doth sore distress ; 
Let pity's tear bedew thine eye, 

And charitably bless ; 
Remember that the earth,— the sky, — 
The present life,— the future nigh, — 
Are full of deepest mystery : 
That man's ^enquiring, restless mind, 
Leaves present knowledge far behind, 
And presses on before 
To reach that silent shore 
Which bounds the sea of human thought- 
Alluring to repel : 
And when he finds the land he sought 

All inaccessible, — 
(For human foot hath never trod 
The path of the Almighty God, 
And even angels dimly trace 
The secrets of His dwelling-place) ' 
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Baffled, perplext, and sore distrest, 
He seeks in vain Spv peaceful rest 
Until, with humble, childlike meekness, 
He.learns that poor terrestrial weakness 
Can never hope to scale the height 

Which hides the boundless Infinite. 

* 

Then oh, with word of sweetest 1 ove, 
Bid Doub^lpdk up to Him above, 
"Whose voice alone, like soothing balm, 
Can bid the troubled soul be calm ! . 

What will thy dogmas all avail 

If envy fill thy heart ? 
If, when thou hearest Sorrow's tale, 

Thou dost no help impart ? 
Forget not that a word of pity 
To some poor outcast in the city, — 
A leading hand to stumbling blindness,— , 
An act of unrewarded kindness, — 
More pleasing is in God's pure eyes, 
Than all the creeds that men devise. 

F. What " timid souls are tost about " 
Because eternal woe we doubt ? 
Do fearful saints upraise on this 
Dogmatic lie their hopes of bliss ? 
Doth there in heaven this moment dwell 
One soul who's there from fear of hell ? 

E. When sinners see, as I suppose them, 
Hell's vortex threaten to enclose them, 
They start aghast, and loudly cry, 
" How shall we from this danger fly ? " 
When lo, a voice is heard to say, 
" There is a new, a living Way 
By which you may hell's rage defy, 
And gain (O bliss !) a home on high ! 
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Look unto Him who meekly died, 
The Nazarene —the Crucified ; 
His loving arms will take you in, 
His blood will wash you free from sin." 
And, viewing the all-powerful love, 
Which drew Him from His home above, 
Their hearts are melted, and they bend 
To worship their unchanging Friend. 
Love soon usurps the place of fear, 

And, like a guiding star, 
Conducts them to that glorious sphere 

Where the immortals are ! 
And thus the work which fear begun, 
By love is carried on, and done. 

D. But can'st thou not inspire a fear, 
Nor draw a sad, repentant tear, 
Unless the raging fires of hell 
Be endless and unquenchable ? 
Is there no doom less dire than this 

That may a sinner's soul unnerve ? 
And, like an harbinger of bliss, 

His soul from hell preserve ? 
Say, if Destruction should consume 

Body and soul in hell. 
Would not the dread of such a doom 

His impious ardour quell ? 
The wicked even here are sad, 

For !sin is Sorrow's sire, 
And though in robes of purple clad, 

They have not their desire. 

■ Doth not the heart of man rebel 
Against a never-ending hell ? 
A doom which cannot be believed,— 
Because it cannot be conceived 
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That so unjust the Lord could be 
To punish through eternity 
For sins to which the taste, the sight, 
The world, the devil, all invite. 

E. For shame, my friend, for you begin 
To be th* apologist of sin ! 

D. No, no ! When men their Maker meet 
Before the righteous judgment seat. 
Many shall stand whose ciimes were great, 

So great that human laws 
Cast them, as wholly reprobate, 

Into Death's gaping jaws ; 
And yet, I tell thee, they shall find 
A doom more merciful, more kind, 
Than thousands who on earth were lauded 
For all the virtues e'er recorded. 
And why ? Because the Judge shall know 
What little light they had below ; 
How strong their manifold temptations ; 
How weak all holy inspirations. 

Think not that (hey are worst of men 

Who on the gallows hang ; 
Or, in a fetid prison den, 

Their iron fetters clang. 

A Pharasaic hypocrite, 

Who knows the right, but loves the wrong, 
Who cloaks himself in robes of light, 

And speaks as with an angel's tongue. 
To hide some dark, some devilish scheme 
Which is to him a thing supreme, 
Is, of all men by evil" curst, 
Incontrovertibly the worst. 
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Many on whom the saints looked down 
Shall wear in heaven a fadeless crown ; 
While myriads whom the world thought saints 
In hell shall utter loud complaints. 

All the crowns of heaven are bright, 

But vary in their brightness ; 
All the garments there are while, 

But some excel in whiteness ; 
The saints who loved the Lord the best, 
Shall taste the richest, sweetest rest ; 
Yet every one in his degree, 
Filled with the peace of God shall be. 
Ev'n so the lost ones shall not bear 
An equal burden of despair, 

In hell's consuming clime ; 
And if degrees of tribulation 
Diversify their desolation, 

Why not degrees of time ? 

E. Because, " immortal. as its Sire," 
The soul of man can not expire. 

D. Nay, do not, friend, thy words employ 

God's boundless power to limit ; — 
As He the body can destroy, 

He can destroy the spirit : 
And when the days of doom are past 

Which justice shall impose, 
Destruction's power shall hasten fast 

Its punishment to close ! 

Oh ! 'tis a fearful fate— through life 
To be the willing slave of sin, — 

To carry on a ceaseless strife 

With good without and good within, — 
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A stranger to that pure delight 
Which ever comes of doing right, — 
(Of al] the joys of earth the sweetest. 
The highest, holiest, completest) 
Without a hope whose cheering ray 
Might turn the darkness into day, 
And show the spirit, sorrow laden, 
The bright, the ever-welcome aidenn. 

Where there is endless rest 

Upon a Father's breast, — 
And after death, by justice doomed 
To be in hellish flames consumed, 
When for the sins in life committed. 
The soul hath suffered what befitted. 

From gaunt divines thou need'st not Itorcow 

Eternal torments to alarm, 
And bid the wicked fly in sorrow 

" From sin's deceitful charm ; " 
For, if this life of care and gloom, 
This death of nameless terrors, 
This punishment beyond the tomb 

Proportioned to life's errors, 
To close with the complete damnation 
Of terrible annihilation, 
Will not suffice that end to gain, 
All punishments will be in vain. 

C. If endless punishment be true, 
'Twere better that the world should end ; 
For, of earth's thousands vast, how few 

Before Jehovah bend ! 
How many grovel in the miie ! 
And wish, alas, for nothing higher ! 
These shall be lost, but not alone, 
The coming generation 



A CONVERSATION ON ETERNAL PUNISHMENT. 7» 



May, like their fathers, God disown, 

And claim a like damnation ; 
And thus the world's existence swell 
The numbers of the damned in hell : 
And if their torment endeth never 

How blessed it would be 
The world's vast cord of life to sever, 
That not another soul might ever 
Th' infernal regions see ! 

E. Yet oh, how many saints ascend 
To glories that shall never end ! 
But did mankind's existence cease, 
No more could reach the port of peace. 

C. Bitter it were that none should gain 
The everlasting shore, 
Than that the damned ones in vain, 
'Mid never-ending pain, 
Should Mercy's smile implore. 

E. What ! Harest thou thy God accuse ? 

His justice call in question ? , 
Of matchless wisdom doubts infuse 

By vapourous suggestion ? 
"Wilt thou to God presumptuous cry 

"Why hast Thou made me thus ? " 

C. Nay, nay, my friend, keep calm, or I 

Shall not the point discuss : 
When anger rises, judgment flies, 

And arguments should end ; 
For were a reason er's words as wise 
An even Solon could devise 

Passion would not attend. 
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E. I feel not rage, but indignation 
At thy irrev'rent desecration 
Of all that merits veneration. 

C. Thou would'st superior sense avow- 
By answering what I've said ; 
But, like a worsted lawyer, thou, 
With flashing eyes and towering brow, 
Dost rail at me instead. 

Error I have not venerated 
Though by time's halo consecrated ; 
But when I tear the veil away 
Which hides the truth's resplendent ray, 

No impious hand I raise 
-Against that God whose glorious sway 

Excels the power of praise. 

If, that a few in heaven may joy, 

Thousands in hell must ever weep, 
Blest be the power that shall destroy 

At one fell sweep 
The human race^ which, prone to evil, 
Doth rush impetuous to the devil. 

£. Perchance the great majority 
Of men in heaven may dwell ; 
And but a small, minority 

Be doomed to groan ia hell. 

C. Do not thyself nor others cozen, , 
" Many are called, but few are chosen.'' 
O think, since first the woill began, 
Of all the sins of sinful "man ! 
How vice hath ever reigned supreme, 
And virtue been a myth, a dream j 



A CONVERSATION ON ETEliNAL PUNISHMENT. J.J 



Where one has truly loved the right, 
Thousands in wrong have found delight, 
Have loved the darkness, shunned the light : 
How ruthless despots, stained with gore, 
Have carried desolation o'er - 

The fairest realms of earth ! 
While lust and^aplne, fire and death, 
And crimes whose mention bates the breath,— 

So hellish was their birth, — 
Have made of history's mournful page 
A record of inhuman rage, 
From which we turn with tearful eyes — 
As from our hearts instinctive rise 
Impassioned prayers that virtue may 
Ere long assert her kindly sway, 
And earth's last days retulgent shine 
With beams of happiness divine. 

'Tis true that men have lived whose names 

Shine through the mists of time, 
And whose example still inflames 

To deeds sublime ; 
Yet ever have the masses* trod 
The path that leads from truth and God : 
And oh, if the unnumbered dead 
Who loved in wickedness to tread, 
Have all received this direful doom,— 
To burn in hell, yet not consume, — 
How could a loving God create 

Our humankind, so prone to ill, _ 
And thus consign to this dread fate 
The creatures of His will ? 



* By masses is meant the greaoer part of mankind, and not " the lower order* 
of the people; " in fact, true religion has generally flourished more amongst the 
.poor than the rich. 
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E. 'Tis not for us, my friend, to pry 
With critical, presumptuous eye, 
Into the things which God hath hidden 

From mortal gaze ; 
Nor rush, like impious fools, unbidden 

Into His secret ways. 
Above, around, beneath, we see 
Impenetrable mystery : 
Yet still hath God illumed our night 
With beams of everlasting light. 
Will He not lead our trembling feet, 

If we but grasp His hand, 
Until we tread, with joy complete, 

The promised land ? 
His loving arms would fain embrace 
Each unit of the human race ; 
But if mankind despise His grace, 

And trample on His love, 
They cannot hope to see His face 

Revealed above. 
Heaven is their home, if they but choose it, 
But oh, when madly they refuse it, 
And rather love in sin to dwell, 
Deterred not by the woes of hell, 
Upon their heads, and theirs alone, 
Th' responsibility be thrown ! 

C. But if to endless torment fated, 
Why was the race of man created ? 
The Lord foreknew that man would stray, 
Would tread the broad and downward way, 
And, as thou sayest, would be doomed 
To bum for ever, unconsumed, 
With no kind hand to intermit 
His pains in the infernal pit ; 
If this be so, I ask again 
Why God produced the race of men ? 



A CONVERSATION ON ETERNAL PUNISHMENT. 75 



Thou sayest 'tis a mystery 
Through which the finite cannot see ; 
But take eternal woe away, 
And all becomes as clear as day. 

E. How so ? 

C. Because the time must come at last 
"When joy shall reign supreme, 
And all the sorrows of the past 
Be like a dream. 



When land and sea have given their dead, 
When earth and heaven itself have fled, 
When happy saints, on angel pinions, 
Have soared to their divine dominions, 
And all the stricken lost, self-doomed, 
Have been like worthless chaff consumed, . 
Then even hell, with wailings cloyed, 
Shall be itself by God destroyed. 

Then shall fair peace unfold her wings 

O'er all the realms of being! 
And joy adore the King of Kings, 

All-loving and all-seeing ! 
Throughout the Universe no sadness 

Its sway assever, 

But one expansive wave of gladness, 

Roll on for ever ! 



Will not creation then appear 
A work of good and glory ? 

As when each shining, starry sphere, 
Proclaimed its wondrous story, 
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And sons of God, with glad accord, 
Declared the wisdom of the Lord.* 

O glorious end of human life ! 
i No pain, no sin, no signing ! 
No anxious care, no hateful strife ! 

No parting tears, no dying ! 
But bliss which words can not reveal, 
Each light, enraptured heart shall feel, 
And music, sweet as love, shall swell 
To Him who doeth all things well. 
The black, the white, the bond, the free, 

One loving band shall meet, 
And cast their crowns in jubilee, 

At the Almighty's feet ; 
And as a wand'rer's heart rejoices 

When home he sees once more, 
And hears a<;ain the tender voices 

He loved in days of yore, 
So shall the heirs of heaven, in joy 

Forget their tribulation, 
And all eternity employ 

In willing adoration ! 

E. Fain would I hope, my friend, that thou 
Hast words unerring spoken now ; 
For direful is the thought that sin 

Like good, must be eternal, 
Must never end, but still begin 
'Mid shades infernal ; 
And oh, I cannot but declare 
That often in the hour of prayer 

My soul hath sunk opprest, 
When thinking of the dark despair 

Of those who could not be at rest. 

•*' Where wast thou when I laid the foundations of the earth ! -when the. 

morntog stars sang together, and all the sons of God shouted for joy."— Job. 
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F. No tender heart 

Without a smart 
Can think of endless grief ; 

And all the souls 

Whom love controls 
Desire to give relief 

To those who dwell 

With fiends in hell. 

When Sorrow weepeth far away 

Our souls no pity feel ; 
But if her wounds our eyes survey 

We are constrained to heal : 
And so if men bestow no thought 

Upon eternal pain, 
They credit what their priests have taught 

And orthodox remain ; 
But when they fully realize 

The dogma's awful teaching, 
Like leaves in hotbeds, doubts arise 

Its truthfulness impeaching ; 
And as thought deepens, doubt grows stronger, 

And settled disbelief is born, 
When, troubled and perplexed no longer, 

They laugh the creed to scorn. 

Thus, from the chaos of the mind, 

A nobler view of truth arises, 
And God's great love to humankind 

Is seen without disguises. 

Oh ! can'st thou think that that is truth 
Which stifles justice, mercy, ruth ? 
Can man's best instincts be opposed 
To what the Highest has disclosed ? 
No ! as an echo's distant sound 
With spoken words agrees, 
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So will the good in man be found 
In harmony with God's decrees. 

A dogma ever .false must be, 

• Howe'er divines may clothe it, 
If, as the rocks throw back the sea, 
Our human nature loathe it 

E. Well, I will pray the God of Light 
To lead my ignorance aright ; 

And should He show me that His will 
Doth not require eternal ill, 
How great will be my jubilation 
At such a glorious revelation ! 
For like a weary man, I languish 
Under the load of endless anguish. 

F. A fearful gift our life would be 
Were endless torment God's decree ; 
And man might curse, like Job forlorn,* 
The luckless hour when he was bom. 

Oh, did we see a child at play 

A loaded fire-arm grasp, 
We should at once, with deep dismay, 

Its tiny hand unclasp, 
Lest Death, for ever prowling near, 
Should rob us of a life held dear ; 
But if the dogma we assail 
Be something mdre than sophist's tale, 



• "Let the day perish wherein I was horn, and the night in which it was said, 
There is a man child conceived." — Job. A similar idea seems to he conveyed in 
the first verse of the seventh chapter of JZcclesiastes, where it is declared that 
" the day of death" is hetter " than the day of one's birth." 
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I ask thee, would not life be then 
A weapon which the sons of men 
Might grasp, with carelessness of ill, 
And wound their souls, but never kill ?— 
Deep wounds inflict whose' racking pain 

They must for aye endure ; 
For, like a baseless vision, vain 
Would be the hope of cure. 
And would not tearful Mercy say, 
" Oh take this dangerous gift away, 
Or give not man the awful power 

To damn his soul through endless years ! 
The sins of life's fast-fleeing hour 

Cannot deserve eternal tears " ? 

D. Did I believe the dogma dread 
No offspring of my loins should tread 

Life's thorny path ; 

Lest endless wrath 
Should doom their souls to undergo 
A dark eternity of woe ! 

C. My hearth no infant forms should grace ; 
I'd childless die 
Without a sigh, 
Were I the last of all my race. 

F. Never, no, never could / give 
Beings unbom the chance to live, 
If, while they draw life's fleeting breath, 
They run the risk of endless death ; — 
A death which lives in retribution, — 
A death which knows no dissolution. 
'Tis true we hope when life has flown, 
To rise where sorrow is unknown, 
But hopes can never compensate 
For risk so doubtful and so great. 
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D. If I should gain the heights supernal, 
I could not joy, 'mid joy eternal, 
If those I loved so well 
Were in the depths of hell, 
By God accurst, 
For ever calling unto me 
To set their tortured spirits free, 

Or praying I would bring 
A draught from some celestial spring 

To quench their thirst ! 
But no ! the God of Love can never 
Allow the lost to groan for ever. 

F. "What object could the Maker gain 
By dooming souls to endless pain ? 

Were hellish fires 
Designed to gender j»ood desires, 
To burn all earthly dross away, 
And fit the soul for realms of day, 
The difficulty we deplore 

Would be no more, 
For we should see, through mists of sorrow, 
The dawn of an ecstatic morrow. 
But when all hopes of bliss have fled, 
When ev'n desire of good is dead, 
It seemefh purposeless to me 
To punish everlastingly ; 
Though years of sin might merit well 
Proportioned years of grief in hell. 

H. Why should we be so oft perplext 
By thoughts of this life and the next, 
Forgetting that the God of Light 
Determines only what is right ? 
Oh ! as a Utile child doth rest 
In peace upon its mothei's breabt, 
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So let us place infplicit trust 
In-Him who is for ever just. 
Did we but closer walk with Him, 
Doubt would not oft our faith bedim ; 
And we should leave to wrangling fools 
The disputations of the schools. 

Why gender angry words and deeds 
By fighting hard for worthless creeds ? 
Religion pure is love alone, 

Not doctrinal belief ; 
And those will God Almighty own 

As purest, noblest, best, 
Who gently soothed the pains of grief, 

And gave the weary rest. 
Then let us strive to love Him more 

Who loveth us so well, 
And we shall gain the heavenly shore, 

And 'scape the woes of hell. 

C. I pray that we may all at last 
In heaven's haven anchor fast. 

D. I breathe thy loving prayer again ; 

E. And I would humbly say, amen. 



The Wanderer's iteturri. 

I never can forget the night 
When Annie bent above me, 

And, gazing in her eyes of light, * 

I murmured, " Dost thou love_me ? " 
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" In north, and south, and east, and west, 
My heart forgot thee never ; 

But hoped, my wanderings past, to rest 
With thee, my love, for ever." 

"And oft I cried, 'Though oceans roar, 
Though deserts round me burn, 

To Annie aad my native shore 
I shall at last return.' " 

" Then tell me, darling, tell me now 
If aught thy love hath shaken ; 

Hast thou forgot our farewell vow, 
By silvery moonlight taken ? " 

" Did'st thou with fondness think of me 

While far away I tarried, 
And oft desire thy love to see ? " 

" Not I" she said, " I'm married ! " 



The Irishman's Ghaicu. 



A party of trappers, far out in the west, 

When day was declining, sought shelter and rest ; 

They saw in the distance the lights of a town, 

And just on its outskirts they threw themselves down. 

They kindled a fire and prepared a repast, 

They told of the dangers through which they had passed, 

And when like the beasts they had all had their fill, 

They lay on the grass, or they wandered at will. 
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An Irishman prowling about, free and frisky, 
Espied and made off with their bottle of whiskey ; 
But one of the hunters, observing " the case," 
Alarmed his companions, who quickly gave chase, 
And though like a fawn Paddy ran in the race, 
The weight of the bottle so slackened his pace, 
That, seeing escape was in vain, the offender 
Decided, like armies entrapped, to surrender. 
The hunters in triumph escorted the rogue, 
Who swore by the "Virgin, in pure Irish brogue, 
He thought, as the bottle lay " lost and forsaken," 
It could not be wrong if " the crathure " were taken ! 
They laughed in derision at Paddy's denial, 
And crying out " Lynch him ! " they brought him to trial. 
' Protracted procedure is law's greatest blot, 
But justice is swift where the lawyers are not : 
So, finding it useless the cause to protract, 
i(For was not the Irishman " caught in the act " ? ) 
They cried with one voice he should instantly die, 
With feet to the earth, and with head to the sky ! 
In vain he invoked all the saints and the Pope, 
His neck was encircled with five yards of rope, 
But just ere the spirit was forced from his bieast, 
He cried, " Will yez grant me one simple request ? 
•Och ! give me a pledge that my sowl may rely on, 
That ye'll let me detarmine which tree I shall die on ! " 
They paused for a moment, then granted his prayer, 

•When Paddy thus whimpered, in tones of despair, 

•" Once more I entrate yez to spare me my life, 
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For what will become of my childer an' wife ? 

But if to my death ye're detarmined to rush, 

Oh, hang me, I pray, on a huckleVry lush." 

The hunters laughed loud as their sides they would split, 

And vowed the poor Irishman's doom to remit,— 

Forgiving his theft for the sake of his wit. 



Song. 

Though, fond maid, thy ardent lover 
Should thy cheek with kisses cover ; 
Though his arms delight to press thee, 
And his lips enraptured bless thee ; 
Though he swear he cannot leave thee, 
Vow he never will deceive thee, 
And with burning words declare 
Thou ar{ fairest of the fair, 
Without blemish, without spot, — 
Oh, my dear, believe him not. 

If his love keep brightly burning 
After twice twelve months' returning 
'Twill be strange ; but should it linger 
When a ring bedecks thy finger, 
It will be the greatest wonder 
Ever seen the heavens under. 
Love is early courtship's light, 
Shedding floods of sweet delight ; 
Marriage is the leaden cloud 
Which its glory doth enshroud. 
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When the past appears before thee, 
And the thirst for love comes o*er thee, 
Should'st thou ask him to caress thee, 
He will thus, I fear, address thee : 
" I have now regained my reason ; 
Love, my dear, is out of season ! 
In romancing youth I oft 
Proved myself (I own it) " soft ; " 
But my cheeks with shame grow red 
When I think of all I said." 

" Long I loved and courted thee, dear, 

Thou should'st now, I think, woo me, dear ; 

Though in truth I must declare, love, 

I desire thee to forbear, love." 

Then, fond maid, whene'er thy lover 

Shall his foolishness discover, 

Let him not thy heart befool, 

For his flame will surely cool ; 

And if thou dost not believe, 

He can never thee deceive. 



Qvuei Kindness. 



Did we desire a foe to wound 

No deeper torture could be found 

Than making him, three times a week, 

Sit still and hear a parson speak 

Whose sermons, void of grace or strength, 

Are noted for excessive length : 

No tongue could tell a man's affliction 

Beneath so dire a malediction ! 
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'Tis said that through great tribulation 
The saints secure a bright salvation ; 
A truth which I can never doubt 
So long as certain parsons " spout." 
Oh ! if we could but glory gain 
By months or years of cruel pain, 
Those surely the reward must reach, 
Who heard so long old S s preach. 

Why did his slow, untiring tongue 

The morning service so prolong ? 

When all his thoughts, like ghosts, had gone, 

Why did the fatuous man talk on ? 

How could he see without a shock 

His people gazing at the clock, 

Or worse, behold " the dews of sleep 

Their wearied' eyelids gently steep " ? 

__ Oft ere the morning prayers began, 
With busy haste the deacons ran 
Their tiresome pastor to exhort 
" To cut his observations short." 
For pious saints, like careless sinners, 
Think less of heaven than their dinners, — 
At least when dining-time approaches, 
And hunger's vacuum encroaches. < 

But habit like a chain had bound him, 

And each successive Sunday found him 

Still talking, talking, talking on, 

When all his thoughts like ghosts had gone. 

His people well might melt away 

Like snow beneath the solar ray, 

Until the pews had empty grown, 

And he was almost left alone ! 
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Yet some, whom nothing could offend, 
The church continued to attend ; 

, But these, when S s took to prosing, 

Sought refuge in unconscious dozing. 
A smaller, sleepier congregation 
Could not be found in all the nation ; 
They realized, with quiet zest, 
That Sunday is a day of rest. 

■One morning while his hearers, kept 
Beyond the time for dinner,, slept, 
He saw his son, as if at play, 
Pelting his flock with bits of clay. 
The lad, ensconced behind a pew, 
Aimed well ; and disappeared from view 
When any of the sleeping folk 
With sudden start from slumber broke. 



Feelings of grief, of rage and shame, 
The luckless parson quite o'ercame ; 
He felt like C-SSAK. when he saw 
The " well-"beloved Brutus " draw 
A trait'rous aud ungrateful knife 
Against his own imperial life. 
Alternate passions filled his breast, 
As thus the sire his son addrest * 



" How dare you in this holy place, 
Yourself and me, bad boy, disgrace ? 
With such a wicked son, I'd rather 
That I had never been a father ! " 
" You mind your preaching, daddie," 
Replied the all-undaunted laddie, 
" And I-witt bet a farthing cake 
I keep each yack and Jill awake ! " 



THE REPLY. 



A look of horror and of dread 
O'er all the congregation spread ; 
They saw at once, who could not see ? 
What their unhappy lot must be : 
Those who escaped the sire, the son 
Would mercilessly fire upon. 
To lose the father they were loath, 
But the attentiveness of both 



Was more than flesh and blood could stand : 
They called a members' meeting, and 
Resolved, by twenty-five to nine, 

To ask poor S s to resign. 

He did resign ; and in his place 
A Very paragon of grace 
Now discourses with words sublime ; 
And ends (O bliss) at dinner-time. 



The lleplg. 

" If you can tell me where God is, 
I'll give to you, my little miss, 
The brightest apple I have got " 

A sneering sceptic cried ; 
"I'll give you two," the maid replied, 

" To tell me wheke He's not." 
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latauus. 

Batavus has a heart which bleeds 

For every human ill : 
And with incessant voice he pleads 

For justice and good-will ; 

There's not an injury that's done 
Beneath the sun. 
Which he doth not endeavour to redress ; 
A lover of the right,— a hater of the wrong, — 
A champion of the weak, — a terror to the strong : 
His mission is to bless 
The children of distress, 
And prove himself, beyond a doubt, 
A true philanthropist throughout ! 
One duty only he neglects, 
Batavus will not pay his debts. 

Each grief his ready help may gain.t >_ 

Except the grief o£ those 
Who ask him oft, but all. in vain, 

To pay them what he owes. 

How can such worthless dross as gold 
His soaring thoughts employ, 

Whilst striving, with a purpose bold, 
To fill the world with joy ? 

But though so very slow to pay — 
To all his tradesmen's sorrow — 

You will not meet throughout a day 
A man more quick to borrow. 

While those who know him least declare 
His mind must be of heavenly birth, 

His creditors distracted swear 

There's not a greater scamp on earth ! 
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& Tale. 

John Johnson loved a pretty maid, — 
A pretty maid loved John, — 

So, by the portly parson's aid, 
The two were joined in one. 

But constant bickerings and strife, 

And mutual 'criminations, 
Disgraced their newly-wedded life ; 

The cause — the wife's relations. 

For lo ! they came from north and south, 
They came from east and west, 

With tired limb and hungry mouth, 
To guzzle and to rest. , 

Her sisters oft at early morn 

Jack's breakfast-table " did adorn ; " 

With a most ravenous design, 

Her father daily called to dine ; 

At tea-time came her mother, 

Attended by her brother ; 

And round his bounteous board at night 

The family would all unite ; 

While uncles, aunts, and distant cousins 

Consumed his meat and drink by dozens. 

Jack's sa'aiy was far too small 

To keep them all, 
Yet still his v ife her course pursued, 
Providing kith and kin with food. 

By thinking of his spouse's folly, 
The luckless John grew melancholy ; 
His home had not a charm for him, 
And oh, the light of love burned dim, 
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Until, unable to abide, 
He contemplated suicide. 

One night, with head by sorrow bent, 
Jack towards his cheerless dwelling went, 
Revolving in his troubled mind 
The foolishness of woman-kind, 
When, seeing near a sheet of water, 
A demon urged him to self-slaughter. 

He paused and said, " To be or not to be ? " 
Like Hamlet in the play, 
" Shall I from life's misfortunes flee, 
Or drive my foes away ? " 

" Be thou a MAN, and not a fool," 
His common-sense replied ; 

" Thy wife's misruling overrule, 
Her weak misguidance guide. 

" Scatter her hateful tribe, as geese 

Are scattered by a hound ; 
And thou shalt dwell in joy and peace 
The whole year round." 

"By Jove," he cried, " this very night 
I'll put the whole of 'em to flight ! " 
And full of fiery indignation, 
He hurried to that consummation. 

He reached his home, where, all at ease, 
They sat at supper round the table ; 
And lo ! he cleared the room ; as Hercules 
Cleared out the Augean stable. 

He threw a tea-pot at her mother ; 
Most dext'rously upset her brother ; 



He hit her father in the eye, 

Made all her sisters nimbly fly, 

And while his wife thrilled all who heard her 

By screaming " Murder ! Murder ! ! Murder ! ! ! " 

Jack yelled " I'll massacre each one 

That's not within an instant gone ! " 



Her father and her mother flew, — 

Her brother quickly vanished too, — 

And ere a minute's time had flown, 

Jack and his wife were left alone ; 

When, looking round with maniac glee, 

He*cried, " I'm free ! I'm free ! ! I'M FREE ! ! ! " 



(His onslaught on the maids and matrons 
Of course can never be defended ; 

But thorough-going reformations 
Are not by courtesy attended.) 



The deed was done ; and at his door 
Her relatives were seen no more ; 
Contentment, lost so long, returned ; 
And Johnny's old affection burned ; 
And though his wife unceasing grieved 
Because her folks were not received, 
She never let her husband know 
Her heartfelt woe. 



But grief, though hid, will have its way, 
And Jack perceived that, day by day, 
His wife's well-shapen form grew slighter, 
And her once rosy visage whiter. 
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He tried what change of air could do, 
But ever worse and worse she grew ; 
Until he saw with .tearful eye, 
That she he loved so well must die. 



One eve he sat beside her bed, 
"When with beseeching eyes she said, 
" John, let me see before I go, 
Those whom you once maltreated so, — 
My father and my mother, — 
My sisters and my brother, — 
I love them more than words can tell, — 
And wish to bid them all farewell." 



Jack would have had a hardened breast, 
Had he denied her this request, — 
So he informed her num'rous kin, 
That if they came, he'd let them in. 



That night they came and stood around her, 
Before death's cold embraces bound her ; 
But while in silence grave they wept, 
She softly as an infant slept : 
Yet ere she died, she ope'd her eyes, 
And saw them there with glad suprise ; 
And, pointing with a trembling harid 
To where they stood, — a hateful band, — 

She said, " Oh John, 

My much-loved one, 
Tate care of them when lam gone ! " 

Poor Jack grew pale ; he could not choose 
Her last petition to refuse, 
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Yet oh ! 'twas hard to grant as to deny I • 

But ere he managed to reply, 
His wife, most happily, thought fit to die. 

Moral . 

Young man ! this truthful tale attend ; 

Be warned by Johnny's lamentations ; 
And when you take a wife, my friend, 
Don't marry her relations. 



Sonnet. 

I fear not that the foreigner may tread 

Our peaceful vales, and trample in the dust 
The liberties for which our fathers bled ; 

Yet oft do I, with heavy heart, mistrust 
The future of my native land. For lo ! 

Within her shores are foes who never sleep! 
Whose blasting track is marked by deepest woe ! 

Whom neither prayers, nor groans, nor tears, can keep 
From their destroying course ; and who at length 

Must drag our country to her grave, unless 
Her sons awake, like Samson in his strength, 

And, breaking Custom's bonds, undaunted press 
To strife and victory ! Brothers ! arise ! 
And crush for ever England's enemies ! 
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The hnM and the Thief. 



The laird along his garden paced 

In meditation sweet, 
When Autumn cast her mellow fruit 

Profusely at his feet : 
But; startled by a rustling sound, 
' He paused, and suddenly looked round, 
When, creeping through a hedge, he saw 

With anger and with wonder, 
A lad whose wicked purpose was 

To plunder. 
His face with indignation glowing, 
The laird demanded " Where're you going ? " 
The lad looked up with roguish ken, 
And slyly answered, " Back again ! " 



$. fragment. 



How many noble deeds are done, 
And what immortal triumphs won, 

Unknown to fame ! 
Admiring voices sweetly raise 

A song of praise 
To those who died in bye-gone days 

For Jesu's name, 
Yet oh, in some neglected spot, 
Many a Christian lies forgot, 
Whose deeds no chronicles record, 
Yet who, upon the altar of the Lord, 



9* THE DECLARATION. 



His life laid down, 
Without a martyr's bright renown ! 
But to our unavailing sighs 
A voice replies, 
' Say not « No chronicles record.' His actions bold 
And his heroic strife, 
Are writ in characters of gold, 
Within the Book of Life ! " 

"With all its sin and blindness, 
"With all its canting knavery. 
The world is full of tender kindness, 
And fearless bravery. 

Thou whom the breath of praise elatest, 
Think not thy own sweet self the greatest 

Of all thy kind ; 

For Fame is blind, 
And thousands nobler far may die 
In comfortless obscurity. 

Oh ! there are lives of rarest beauty 

Obtaining no applause 
Except the consciousness of duty 

Performed in mankind's cause, — 
"Whose deeds of sacrifice and love 
Are seen alone by One above. 



The Beclaration. 

"I love thee, Lizzie," Charlie cries, 
*' And I would have thee know it ; " 

The maiden blushes to the eyes, 

And answers, " Show it, show it." 
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The Truth. 

My bliss, O Charlotte, is complete, 
Yet it might be completer ; 

For though thy love is very sweet, 
A dower would make it sweetei. 

Wert thou but rich, thy radiant charms 
Would glow with brighter beauty ; 

And I should clasp thee in my arms, 
Enamoured of my duty. 



Juiuice. 

Thou who wouldst be a bard sublime, 

And high up Fame's steep ladder climb, 

Who wouldst all other bards excel, 

The secret of success I tell. 

Accept the rules I give, and thou 

Shalt wear a laurel on thy brow 

So bright, that envious sons of song 

Will curse thy genius all day long : 

Their poetry, however fine, 

Is sure to be surpassed by thine, 

Ev'n as the stars are lost to sight 

When heaven's great monarch sheds his light. 

First, never sing in gentle tone, 

But have a " wildness " of thine own ; 

Employ each harsh, forgotten word 

Which none but book-worms ever heard, 

And shun, if thou wouldst save thy song, 

The good old honest Saxon tongue. 
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In maudlin bathos rave and write, 

And chase true passion out of sight ; 

Breathe loudly sentimental sighs, 

Make thou a " fountain of thine eyes," 

Be always "singing," "roaring," "flying," 

Or " bleeding," " languishing," or " dying ; " 

"With wing unwearied bravely soar 

Where man has never been before, - 

And none but fools will be again, 

And thou shalt be a " king of men." 

And as in winter fogs arise 

"Which veil the brightness of the skies, 

So wrap thy thoughts, if thoughts they be, 

In folds of dark obscurity. 

If in Iambics soft thou writest, 

Or in Trochaics sweet inditest, 

Or shouldst thou thy desires rehearse 

In sprightly Anapaestic verse, 

Be not, like slavish pedants, bound 

By rules of verse, or laws of sound, 

But freely mix each measure up, 

To form a sweet poetic cup 

On which thy friends, in folly sunk, 

May all get most divinely drunk. 

"What matter if no living man 

Thy " sweet, inspiring lines " can scan ? 

"What matter if thy fee| should go 

Now very fast, now very slow ? 

Th' " immensities " in which thou dwellest, 

The " wild and wondro.us tales " thou tellest, 

Thy burning thoughts, thy genius rare, 

Demand a muse as free as air. 

And if thou makest no pretence 

To anything like common sense, 

In season, ay, and out of season, 

Defying rhythm, rhyme, and reason, 
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Thou may'st at last, O bard, be crowned 
A poet " wondrously profound." 
And should the cold, satiric school 
Declare thee an outrageous fool, 
Let not the dreadful charge alarm thee, 
For it can never, never harm thee : / 
Were it a lie, men might receive it, 
But being true, they won't believe it. 
Thy lines shall dim the lover's eye, 
The amorous maid o'er thee shall sigh, 
And all whose brains are rather weak 
. Will find in thee the food they seek. 
And if thy poems should by chance, 
But meet a raving madman's glance, 
With wild and unaffected zest 
He'll clasp the volume to his breast, 
Declaring that he never yet 
So sensible a poet met. 



fzthev, I am prone to Strag. 

My Father, I am prone to stray 
From Thy secure, appointed way, 
And tears of shame bedim my eyes 
When all my sins before me rise, 
And with despairing voice I cry . 
O Father, save me, or I die. 

Thou gavest me thy cheering light 

To guide my erring steps aright ; 

And Thou didst grasp my trembling hand, 

To lead me to the better land ; 

But evil's bye-path seemed so fair, 

That, leaving Thee, I wandered there. 



AN EPITAPH. 



Shall I for ever, ever roam 

Like one who cares not for his home ? 

If I in grace this day begin 

Must I to-morrow fall in sin ? 

May not my life, O Father, be 

A changeless pilgrimage to Thee ? 

O hear me, I beseech Thee, now, 
Receive again my broken vow, 
And as once more I tread the road 
Which leads to Thy serene abode, 
May neither gold, nor lust, nor pride, 
Thy servant's footsteps turn aside. 

Give me but one forgiving look ; 

Blot my transgressions from Thy book ; 

May all my heart's pulsations thrill 

In meek obedience to Thy will, 

And when at last my vigour fails, 

When Death o'er strengthless Life prevails, 

When like a vision time shall flee, 
O may my thoughts be fixed on Thee : 
May angel bands, with loving care 
Surround my dying bed, and bear 
My spirit to that wondrous height 
Where faith is lost in glorious sight. 



$n Epitaph. 



The wretch who lies beneath this sod 

In ill-got plenty rolled, 
And built a gorgeous house of God 

With Satan's blood-stained go] 
Why honour the polluted spot ? 
His name shall like his body rot. 



PERVERSE LIPS PUT FAR FROM THEE. 



" ffjsrvrerse lips put far from thss." 

— — King Solomon. 

A bitter sneer, or biting jest 

In time of anger spoken, 
For years may rankle in the breast 
Of Mm perchance who loves thee best ; 

And cords of love, by time unbroken, 
A sullen word may part, and sever 
The hearts which hoped to love for ever. 

Though deep and bitter thy regret, 
Thou canst not, nor can he forget 

Thy saying cold and stern ; 
Friendship again may bind you fast 
But oh, the radiance of the past 

Can never more return. 

Ev'n as, when light is every heart, 

A vengeful spectre lowers, 
The memory of thy jibes may start 

To blight thy sweetest hours. 

With angry sounds the air is laden, 

And eyes_are flashing fire, 
While kindness, like a bashful maiden, 

Appears but to retire. 

Oh ! why should man, the heir of sorrow, 

His wretchedness increase ? 
Why Hell's malignant venom borrow 

To poison joy and peace ? 

Would not our eyes grow brighter, 
Would not our hearts be lighter, 
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Would not each half-forgotten grace 

Come forth to beautify our race, 

And all the earth, so poor in love, 

Reflect the happiness above, 

If angry words were left unspoken, 

And friendship's bands were never broken ? 

O may we meek and humble grow ! 
And Christ's forgiving spirit show! 
So shall our earthly path be bright 
With radiant and diffusive light ; 
And as the suri, when daylight closes, 
In gorgeous loveliness reposes, 
Our souls, when life's brief day is o'er, 
Shall rest in glory evermore. 



The IrWs kast Words. 



Upon a bed of pain a weary poet lay ; 
At morning light 
He sighed for night ; 
At night, he prayed for day. 

• His eye had lost its wonted brightness, 
And on his noble face 
A deadly and a marble whiteness 
Maintained its place. 

The harmonies he loved so well 
Upon his reeling senses swell ; 
And see ! his lips, in measured time, 
Seem chanting melodies sublime. 



THE POET'S LAST WORDS, JO3 



Ah ! never, never more shall he- 
To noble thoughts give utt'rance sweet : 

But yet his songs of liberty 

Shall cold oblivion's power defeat. 

His friends, in heartfelt sorrow sunk, 
Beheld him pine and languish ; 

And brought a self-denying monk 
To soothe his dying anguish. 

The "brother" instantly assayed 

To ease the suffering man ; 
He sang, he chanted, and he prayed 

As but an adept can ; 

And then he spoke of heaven, — the land 
Where sorrow is unknown ; 

Where, clothed in beauty, thousands stand 
Before God's golden throne ; — 

But lo ! the monk had not a spark 

Of pure poetic flame ; 
And his description of the place 

Was tawdry, weak, and tame. 

A lofty subject doth require 
A fit and well-arranged attire ; 
We might as well in rags array 

The fairest maiden ever seen, 
As heavenly happiness pourtray 

In language poor and mean. 

It roused the dying poet's ire 
To hear this dull and stupid friar 
Drag the great subject in the mire ; 
" The devil take thee from my side, 
Infernal dunce ! " at last he cried, 
" If heaven appear as you declare it, 
By Jove, I instantly forswear it." 



I0 4 ON S. J. c. 
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A slave to lust ; a foe to quiet ; 

A leader in debauch and riot ; 

Remorse he crusht ; repentance true 

His youth and manhood never knew ; 

But when old age at last drew near, 

He paused amid his mad career, 
Forsook the bowl, 
Gained self-control, 
But, scarcely wiser, 

To Mammon yielded up his soul, 
And died a miser. 



